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FADE IN: 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

A man in his early forties is strapped to a chair. His hands 
are bound behind his back. The room is pitch dark except 
for a spotlight that centers on the man's face. The man 
closes his eyes to protect them from the intense light. He's 
lean and tall. Handsome by anyone's account. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

This time start at the beginning. 

The man, RAND TRENT, opens his eyes and squints into the 
light. 

RAND 

I've told you more times than I can 
count. How about we write it down 
this time? 



Despite his circumstance the man appears calm and in control. 
His voice has a taunting tone. 



INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

Once more Mr Trent, start at the 
beginning. 

RAND 

Since you've been so accommodating 
letting me hog the heat lamp and 
all I suppose once more won't hurt. 
Coles notes or Dostoyevsky this 
time? 



INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

Please Mr Trent. It's been over 
fifteen hours. Lets cut to it. 



RAND 

Aren't I supposed to be the one 
tiring? 

Rand waits a moment but there is no response. The room is 
eerily quiet. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Fine, you did say 'please' this 
time. 
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Rand lets his breath out slowly. The camera closes on the 
his face. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
What's most important is to 
understand that I'm not the same 
person I was when I met Bruce. 
Not by a long shot. 

FADE TO: 



INT/EXT. BAY STREET - DAY 

Rand Trent sits behind the wheel of an expensive car. He 
does not appear the same person restrained in the chair under 
interrogation. This Rand has a stress-lined face and hard 
serious eyes . 

The black BMW races down Bay Street weaving back and forth 
across the line heedless of the traffic around it. Overhead 
steel and glass skyscrapers threaten to poke a hole in the 
sky as they reflect the sun's might down onto the street 
below. 

Rand types on his BlackBerry which is perched at 12 o'clock 
on the steering wheel. Simultaneously he talks over 
bluetooth, balances a Tim Horton's coffee on the steering 
wheel and somehow navigates the car. 

RAND 

Look, the bottom line is if you 
aren't living you're dying and the 
grim reaper is riding our asses 
people. We need China and the 
Chinese need us . I want the whole 
executive team to ready to fly so 
we can get over there and close 
this bitch once and for all. 

12:04am reads on the car dash. The sidewalks are packed 
with the business crowd squeezing food into 3 0 minutes. 

VOICE ON CALL (BOB) 

(O.C.) 

Rand, my kid is coming home from 
two semesters at Oxford. I 
promised him I would spend some 
time with him. 

RAND 

Tell you what Bob. You can spend 
the rest of your life with him 
because you're fired. 
(MORE) 



3. 



RAND ( CONT ' D ) 
And that goes for the rest of you. 
Its either China with me or... 

The brakes squeal as the car slides. The coffee and 
BlackBerry take flight as he strangles the wheel with both 
hands . 

In the middle of the street a homeless man pushing a shopping 
cart is frozen in his tracks. Rand stares through his 
windshield and finds the man staring back at him - their eyes 
lock. 

The car slides, slowing and.... 
Stops. An inch from hitting the man. 

A long SIGH escapes from Rand as he looks over the man he 
almost turned into road kill. 

He's younger than Rand. His clothes and general cleanliness 
read as a man who's spent a lot of time away from showers. 
Long blond hair hangs in front of piercing blue eyes over a 
dirty face. 

Something about those eyes . . . 

The homeless man stands motionless watching Rand through the 
windshield with those piercing eyes. 

MULTIPLE VOICES ON CALL 

(O.C. ) 

Rand? Rand are you okay? What 
happened? 

Rand glances at the bluetooth microphone for a moment and 
when he looks back the homeless man is pushing the shopping 
cart through the intersection. 

Rand watches him go with a thoughtful expression on his face. 

MULTIPLE VOICES ON CALL (CONT'D) 

(O.C.) 
Rand! Rand!? 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Rand still holds the thoughtful expression but it rests on a 
softer backlit face. He attempts to stretch but he is so 
tightly bound to the chair it just creaks beneath him. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C.) 

So you almost ran over him? 
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RAND 

Correct . 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C.) 

What aren't you telling me? 
Rand shrugs . 

RAND 

I was stupid. I was driving with 
no regard whatsoever for safety. 
I should have run him right down. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 
You were lucky. 

Rand shakes his head. 

RAND 

It wasn't luck. I didn't see him. 
INTERROGATOR 

(O.C.) 

You braked and the car stopped a 
second before killing him. That 
isn't luck? 

RAND 

The car braked but the thing is, 
I'm not the one who pressed them. 

A long silence passes. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

What happened next? 



EXT. RAND'S HOME - NIGHT 

A large executive house basks under the moonlight. In the 
driveway Rand's BMW is parked beside a green Land Rover. 
Lights shine through a large bay window on the second level. 

The camera closes in on the window. A man sits in a 
recliner . 
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INT. RAND'S HOME - NIGHT 

Rand lounges in a leather recliner in a great room. A glass 
of Forty Creek is in his hand and he stares down at the ice 
cubes, lost in thought. 

RAND 

(V.O.) 

I'd spent the last twenty years 
with one goal and it was green. I 
was really, really good at making 
money. VP before twenty-five. C- 
level before thirty. I started my 
own company and was pulling nine 
figures by the time I was forty. 
I was so unbelievably successful I 
didn't have time to realize what an 
utter failure my life had become. 

Rand looks up from the ice cubes and walks to a multi-tiered 
oak shelf running floor to ceiling across a wall. The shelf 
is full of books, pictures and art. He steps past a display 
containing a first edition of Catcher in the Rye, a stone 
sculpture rendition of ' The Thinking Man and a Native 
American carving of a bear with a fish in its mouth. 

He stops in front of a green bowl made out of sparkling gem- 
like stones. He pushes it aside. 

A small collection of cheaply framed photo's that have no 
place in this shrine of decadence are pushed against the 
wall. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

There are moments in life if you 
are paying attention. Where life 
tells you if how you're spending 
each day really jives with your 
soul. These are the times where 
the robot switch that keeps you a 
placated cog in the machine gets 
temporarily shut off and you see 
yourself and your life for what it 
really is . Something had happened 
when I looked in that man's eyes. 
Something that made me question 
everything. 

Rand finds one picture frame laying flat and he lifts it up. 
Its old and coated in dust. He pulls his sleeve down and 
wipes the face of it. 
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In the photo, a much younger Rand with hippie-like hair sits 
on the hood of a VW Beetle with a pretty girl. They appear 
quite happy. He looks closely at himself in the photo. So 
young, so carefree. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

And I didn't like the answers I was 
getting. 

His focus shifts and he catches his current reflection 
looking back at him in the frame of the glass. Older. 
Stress lines. Weighted by life. 

DISSOLVE TO: 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Although older and currently tied to a chair, Rand looks more 
like his youthful hippie self now than he did before. He 
has a twinkle in his eye. 

RAND 

I don't know why. I can't really 
explain it logically. But somehow, 
I thought I had to find that 
homeless guy and help him. I HAD 
to find him. I called my 
assistant and put everything on 
hold. My first vacation ever so 
she thought I was losing it. 
Thinking back now, I was. 



EXT. ALLEY - MONTAGE - DAY 

There is a general ugliness in the underside of an old city 
and Toronto is no different. 

Rand roams down a brick alleyway. He searches in and around 
dumpsters and trash. He analyzes each face he passes. The 
hard life beaten faces of old and young. Society's scorned. 



EXT. SIDEWALK - MONTAGE - DAY 

Rand slows to talk to small groups of people. He talks to 
them using gestures to describe who he's looking for and 
drops money into their hands each time he walks away. 
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INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

The silhouette of a man, the interrogator, stands behind the 
spotlight. The red ember of the end of a cigarette glows in 
front of him. He exhales. 

INTERROGATOR 
Where did you find him? 

RAND 

(O.C.) 

That thing will kill you, you know. 

INTERROGATOR 
Where did you find him? 

RAND 

(O.C. ) 

Its also illegal to smoke in a 
public place. Unless this isn't a 
public place. Remind me where we 
are again? 

INTERROGATOR 
Mr. Trent please! Where did you 
find him? 

RAND 

I didn't find him, he found me. 



EXT. BUSKERS FESTIVAL, STREET - DUSK 

Its the twilight hour over a street that is blocked off on 
both ends for half a kilometer and bustling with street 
entertainment . 

RAND 

(V.O. ) 

It had been six months since almost 
killing that homeless man had 
awoken me from my slumber. Then 
six months of perfunctory busyness 
had numbed me back to sleep. 

Young couples proud as peacocks push strollers up the street 
showcasing their new families. Kids run in and about the 
crowd with the unlimited energy. Herds of pretty young girls 
graze in the festivities laughing and being young while boys 
track behind them, deep in the hunt. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O. ) 
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A band plays down the street. Their music intertwines with 
the voices of the crowd, the sounds of rides and the shouts 
of street performers like a soundtrack orchestrated by some 
magnificent composer. By all accounts, it was one of those 
magical summer nights that words can't adequately describe. 

Rand is present but not there. He stands in the middle of 
the street in khaki's and sandals. His world is reduced to 
the screen of his BlackBerry which he holds in front of his 
face with two hands in electronic prayer. His thumbs dance. 

Rand pauses typing and lowers the BlackBerry a few inches to 
see past it. 

A five year old boy stands in front of him, toe to toe. The 
boy looks up at him, watching him like he's a strange adult- 
exhibit. The boy has an enormous ice cream cone in his hand 
and he licks it enthusiastically. Licking may not exactly 
describe it. He is pushing it into his face resulting in his 
mouth and jaw being covered in dripping ice cream. Pure 
five year-old heaven 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Go away kid. 

The kid doesn't seem to comprehend. 

Rand rolls his eyes and raises the BlackBerry back up to 
obstruct the young scrutiny. As Rand types on the phone the 
boy's head outlines the screen like some BlackBerry-Boy 
eclipse. 

Rand stops typing suddenly mid-sentence. He lowers the BB 
again to look at the kid. 

The kids stares back at him in an identical position as last 
time except this time something is missing. The kid still 
holds the cone but the scoop of ice cream isn't there. 

The boy glances down. Rand glances down. 

The scoop of ice cream rests on Rand's right foot, melting 
between his toes . 

He looks back at the kid. The kid breaks into a wide dirty- 
faced smile. 



INT. PUBLIC BATHROOM - NIGHT 

Rand hoists his leg up awkwardly in the sink of a public 
bathroom. He's alone. Water pours out from faucet over 
his foot taking the ice cream with it down the drain. 
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Lighting overhead buzzes in and out creating an eerie strobe 
effect. On the wall near the sink the word 'why?' is carved 
into the tile. 

The washroom door creaks opens behind Rand and a really BIG 
GUY WITH TATOOS walks past and turns into a urinal. 

Rand glances at him in the mirror. He has a can of beer in 
one hand which he guzzles while relieving himself with the 
other. 

Rand turns the water off and begins drying his foot with 
paper towels . 

RAND 

This isn't a licensed event pal. 
You're going to have to pour that 
out . 

The tattooed guy chugs the beer then tosses the can into 
urinal, turns and walks to stand beside Rand. He towers over 
Rand, glaring down at Rand with his jaw clenched tightly. 

Up close the thug is even uglier than far away. A nose 
that's been broken one time too many. Cauliflower ears. 
Tattoos. Scars. Danger. 

He just glares silently at Rand. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Urn. What are you doing? 

Rand tries to take his foot down off the counter and loses 
balance, squashing his face into the Wabt's rock hard chest. 
He pushes off of it to regain his balance. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
You work out eh? 

The tattooed thug reaches a hand into a pocket in his hoody. 
Rand watches that hand with a victim's instincts. He takes a 
couple steps back. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Forget it okay. No need to take 
this any further. 

The thugs hand closes over an object in his pocket. A 
weapon. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I won't say anything if you don't. 

The tattooed He begins to pull it out when. . . 
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CLANG. A noise sounds from a stall beside them with the door 
closed. Toilet paper being pulled off a roll. The toilet 
seat shifting. They aren't alone after all. 

The tattooed thug looks from the stall back to Rand - 
contemplating. He unclenches the object he's holding in his 
pocket, pulls his empty hand out and raises it to Rand's 
face. He transforms his fist into a gun and fires a single 
shot at Rand's forehead. 

The thug turns , walks to the door and leaves . 

Rand lets a long gust of air escape and collapses against a 
wall. 



EXT. BUSKERS FESTIVAL, NEAR BATHROOM - NIGHT 

Rand exits the washroom and walks out into an adjoining 
parking lot. The lighting is poor and he moves purposely 
towards the sounds and lights of the festival a couple 
hundred feet away. 

A noise sounds ahead of him like a bottle being kicked over 
pavement. He freezes. 

RAND 
Who's there? 

The tattooed thug emerges from the dark to block his path. 

TATTOO 
Peek a-boo. 

The thug reaches into his pocket and pulls out what was only 
hinted at before. He presses a button and a long blade 
slides out of the end of the knife. 

Rand doesn't waste time. He darts right between a Ford and a 
Honda. He gets a few steps when another punk in a tall 
purple MOHAWK emerges to block his way. 

The punk wags his finger in front of Rand. 

MOHAWK 

Uh uh uh. 

Rand spins 180 degrees to head the opposite way but two more 
HOODS step out from behind a dumpster to block his escape. 
One of the hoods carries a NINE IRON and the other is bigger 
than LEROY BROWN. He's boxed in. 

Rand turns back to the tattooed thug. 



RAND 
Come on man? 

TATTOO 

You need to learn to mind your 
business . 

RAND 

I'm sponsoring this thing, this is 
my business. 

TATTOO 

Then I guess I'm going to carve you 
up for the fun of it. 

Rand dodges right toward the punk with the mohawk. He 
thrusts his hands out like a linebacker and tries to run 
through him but the punk was expecting this . He tackles 
Rand and pulls him down to the pavement. 

The rest of the gang converge and half a dozen hands grab 
Rand and hoist him up in front of their tattooed leader. 

The tattooed thug puts the tip of the knife against Rand's 
face. 

TATTOO (CONT'D) 
I won't be gentle, I promise. 

For the second time, a sound from the washroom interrupts 
them as the door creaks open. 

TATTOO (CONT'D) 

What now!? 

A man steps out and stops in a shadow just outside the door. 
Tattoo points the knife in the stranger's direction. 

TATTOO (CONT'D) 
Walk the other way! 

The man absorbs the scene then walks but not the other way. 
He marches right at them. As he steps from shadow his 
identity is revealed - its the homeless man Rand was 
searching for. 

TATTOO (CONT'D) 
Take this fool out. 

Mohawk leaves Rand restrained by the other two and runs to 
head off the approaching man. As the men draw close Mohawk 
flashes a smile of silver. 
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MOHAWK 
Time for street meat. 

Mohawk lunges forward to tackle the homeless man like he did 
Rand but the homeless man slides to the side quickly. 

Mohawk stumbles awkwardly off balance. The homeless man 
grab's Mohawk's wrist using his forward momentum against him 
to spin behind him. He places his arm around Mohawk's neck 
in full nelson. 

Mohawk thrashes trying to escape but the homeless man's grip 
is strong. He grabs Mohawk's shoulder in a kind of vulcan 
pinch and Mohawk's eyes roll up into his head. His legs give 
way and he collapses like a folding chair. The entire 
exchange took seconds. 

The homeless man doesn't miss a beat. He drops Mohawk and 
keeps coming. 

Tattoo pulls Rand close and puts his knife to his throat. He 
gestures to the other members of his gang. 

TATTOOED GUY 

End him! 

The other two hoods march to meet the homeless man. The 
first hood to reach him rears back with the nine-iron and 
swings it viciously. The homeless man ducks underneath it, 
grabbing the man and spinning him around in one movement as a 
shield against the second attacker. 

Leroy Brown tries an overhand punch but the homeless man 
shifts and the punch connects squarely to nine-iron's jaw, 
knocking him unconscious. The homeless man releases him and 
the body drops to the ground. Two down, two to go. 

The second hood throws another heavy punch but the homeless 
man shifts and it hits air. The big man kicks but the 
homeless man steps back and the attacker spins awkwardly, 
losing his footing and slipping to the ground. 

Leroy springs up but he seems shaken. This isn't how its 
supposed to go. 

LEROY BROWN 
Screw this. 

He turns and flees into the night. Tattoo watches him go. 

TATTOO 
Get back here! 



With Tattoo distracted Rand grabs his wrist and bites down 
hard. Tattoo screams and drops the knife. Rand pushes 
away then turns to face the larger man. 

RAND 

I'm going to beat the ugly right 
off you. 

Tattoo growls and lunges forward. Rand kicks him in the 
stomach, stopping him in his tracks, then throws an uppercut 
that hits the bull's-eye. 

Tattoo's head flies back and his body cuts through the air 
thumping loudly onto the ground. KO'd. 

Rand puts his hands on his hips and inspects his handy work. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Thanks . I don ' t know what . . . 

Rand turns to thank his saviour to find the homeless guy 
isn't there. Rand searches and spots him almost out of view 
nearing the performers strip. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Hey! Wait! 



EXT. BUSKERS FESTIVAL, STREET 

The homeless man takes in the attractions as he strolls along 
the blocked off street. Behind him Rand runs to catch up. 

RAND 

Hey Bruce Lee! 

The crowd is heavy and the homeless man, aka 'BRUCE LEE' is 
easy to catch up with. Rand slows to walk beside the 
enigmatic stranger. He breathes hard from the brief jog. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
My heart's racing. I was dead 
back there. Literally, they 
would have killed me. You saved my 
life. 

Rand is high on adrenaline and the words stumble over each 
other. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
That was some crazy kung fu. They 
didn't even touch you. You don't 
look like the type who...., well it 
was amazing. 
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Ahead a crowd circle around one of the street performers . An 
older black man with long dreadlocks is creating music by 
rapidly drumming on paint cans and jars filled with varying 
levels of water. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I'm Rand. Randolph trent. You 
are? 

'Bruce Lee' doesn't acknowledge the question. Instead he 
finds an opening in the circle and inserts himself to watch 
the abstract musician. 

Rand wedges in beside him nudging a lady over to make room. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Do you remember me? Do I look 
familiar? 

No response. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
We met, er, kind of met, about six 
months ago . 

The woman Rand nudged over scowls at him and puts her finger 
to her lips in a ' shhh' gesture. Rand looks around and 
realizes the crowd is completely silent, absorbed in the 
show. 

Rand follows their gaze and really sees the musician for the 
first time. His hands dance between the paint cans and jars 
making a warm rhythmic sound. His eyes are closed and he 
performs as if there is no crowd and he's translating music 
from the universe itself. 

Rand leans towards Bruce in another attempt to initiate 
conversation to find the strange man's eyes closed. Alone 
in the crowd, Rand gives in and turns back to watch the 
performer. 

The musician's hands move gracefully between the unorthodox 
instruments. Rand feels the pull of the beat tugging on 
him. Its intoxicating. 

He's hypnotized by the performer's hands. His head finds the 
beat then his whole body sways to it. 

Time ceases to exist. A weight seems to lift from his 
shoulders . 

RAT -TAT -TAT -TAT, THUMP, THUMP, THUMP, TAT, TAT 
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The musician moves into a finale. His hands dance quicker 
and quicker then stop suddenly leaving the last notes 
reverberating in the air. 

With the spell is broken the sound of rides, laughter and 
voices reclaim what had been temporary appropriated. 

Rand looks around to find Bruce watching him with a knowing 
grin - directly acknowledging his existence for the first 
time. 

RAND ( CONT ' D ) 

Who are you? 

Bruce breaks the connection, turns and continues walking up 
the strip. Rand hastens to catch up. 

They walk among people engaged in life to its full extent. 
The sound of laughter, the smell of food, lights and music is 
everywhere. Rand seems aware of the life and energy of his 
surroundings for the first time. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
This turned out better than I 
thought . 

Bruce is back to ignoring him. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I put it on, well sponsored it. 

Rand points up at a banner that hangs over the street as they 
as they pass under it. It says 'Trent Enterprises brings you 
Buskerville 2015.' 

RAND (CONT'D) 

That's me. 

A BING sounds from Rand's pocket and he reaches in and pulls 
out his BlackBerry. The screen completely shattered. 
Tension returns to his face. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
(SOTTO) 
Crap! 

Rand catches Bruce watching him for the second time. Bruce 
raises an eyebrow at the phone in Rand's hand. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
You don't understand, this is my 
life. My work. My appointments. 
My notes. Its all here. 



Quick as lightening Bruce plucks the phone from Rand's hand 
and drops it into a garbage can they are passing. It lands 
with a loud PLUNK . 

Rand stops and looks between Bruce and the garbage unable to 
believe his eyes . Bruce continues walking as though nothing 
had happened. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Why did you do that? 

Rand reaches into the garbage to try and pluck it out and 
finds mustard instead. He pulls his hand out quickly and 
looks for somewhere to wipe it. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

Damn. 

Bruce is getting lost in the crowd ahead. Rand looks 
between the garbage and Bruce, torn,. He leaves the 
BlackBerry and rushes to catch up. 

He finds Bruce stopped amidst half a dozen people grouped 
around a table where a TRICKSTER in a goatee runs a game as 
old as ancient Greece. Rand finds a spot beside him. 

The trickster sets his eyes on Rand. 

TRICKSTER 
There's a smart looking guy. Play 
a round win double your money! 

Rand ignores him but Bruce seems interested. He taps two 
dirty fingers on the table in front of the trickster. 

The trickster follows the dirty fingers up to a dirty face. 
He gives the homeless man a once over - dirt covered face, 
hole filled clothes, shoes worn down to almost nothing. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Sorry pal, this ain't charity. 
Get lost. 

Rand reaches into his pocket and drops a twenty on the table. 

RAND 

He plays . 

The trickster looks between Rand and Bruce, then shrugs. 

TRICKSTER 
Its your money buddy. Maybe not so 
smart after all huh? 



The trickster grins like he's privy to secret. 

On the table between them he tilts up one of the cups to show 
Bruce and all others in the crowd a little red ball 
underneath it. Next he lifts the other two cups to 
demonstrate nothing underneath them. One ball, three cups. 

He starts sliding the cups across the table, mixing their 
order in a figure eight. Slow at first. Switching their 
places, inside and out. Faster. They move in a blurring 
dance of trained hand-eye coordination. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Moving. Moving. There they go. 
Where the ball is hobo don't know. 

Rand's eyes are glued to the cups trying to keep up like 
everyone else in the crowd. 

Bruce is the exception. Bruce ignores the cups but intently 
watches the trickster's eyes. 

The trickster finishes in a blur. He flashy a cocky grin at 
Bruce . 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Okay pal, guess where the ball is 
and I double your money. 

Without breaking the stare with the trickster Bruce points to 
the cup on his left. The trickster's grin extends in triumph 
and he lifts the cup. The ball is not there. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Sorry buddy, guess you'll need to 
find another way for tonight's 
bottle. 

Bruce points to the middle cup. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Whoa whoa, this isn't multiple 
choice. Besides, wrong again. 
Its over here. 

The trickster lifts the cup on the right and the cocky smile 
slides off his face. The ball isn't there. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 

Huh? 

He does a double-take then lifts the middle cup. No ball 
there either. 
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TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 

What the? 

He lifts all the cups again. Three cups no balls. He 
scratches his head. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Uh, I don't know what happened. 

Bruce extends a closed fist towards the man. He had been at 
least two feet from the table the entire time and now his 
hand hovers over it. 

He opens his hand and the red ball drops and bounces on the 
table. BONG, BONG. 

The forming crowd clap and cheer. The trickster swipes the 
ball out of the air. 

TRICKSTER (CONT'D) 
Jerk. Take a hike. No refunds. 

The trickers grabs the money and puts it into his pocket. 
The crowd sours and boo's the performer. 

Bruce turns and continues walking. Rand stares in amazement. 



EXT. TORONTO MORNING MEDLEY - DAWN 

Streets and shops - The bread and newspaper trucks make their 
morning deliveries . 

RAND 

(V.O.) 

I offered him money. He showed no 
interest. I offered to pay for a 
hotel, he ignored me. As a last 
ditch effort to get something out 
of him I invited him to crash at my 
place. He accepted. 

CUT TO: 

Coffee shop - two seniors sit in the window of a Tim Horton's 
drinking coffee and sharing a tea biscuit. 

INTERROGATOR 

(V.O. ) 

So you invited a homeless stranger, 
to stay with you. That seems out 
of character. Is there something 
you aren't telling us Mr. Trent? 



RAND 

(V.O.) 

There was something about him. 

CUT TO: 

Walking the dog - a man in khaki's and flip flops with an 
inverted grocery bag on his hand bends over to pick up the 
brown stuff left behind from his pug in the dewy grass. 



RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O. ) 

How did my car stop before hitting 
him? 

CUT TO: 

Traffic cam - the traffic is thick on the Gardner even on a 
weekend. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

Where did a homeless man learn to 
fight like a Tibetan martial arts 
master? How did he out-trick a 
carnival hustler? Why didn't he 
speak? 

The sun rises up like a titan on the skyline, slowing making 
its way up the CN Tower into the clouds . 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

I wanted to know. I needed to 
know. 



EXT. RAND'S HOUSE - MORNING 

MARY stands with her hands on her hips on the front steps of 
Rand's house. She's an oriental woman who is in her fifties 
but could pass for twenty-five. 

She's looking at something in the direction of the driveway 
with a confused expression on her face. 

RAND 

(V.O. ) 

So I let him come home with me. I 
even let him drive. 
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The angle changes to reveal what she's looking at. Rand's 
BMW is parked in front of the house at an odd angle; half on 
his lawn, half in the driveway. 

Mary unlocks the front door disappears in the house. Her 
shriek cuts the morning air. 

MARY 

(O.C. ) 

AHHHHHHHHHHHHH ! 



INT. RAND'S HOUSE, MULTIPLE-ROOM - MORNING 

Rand sits bolt upright in bed. He's wearing a Tragically Hip 
T-shirt over boxers. He's in a king sized bed in a large 
room. 

He's got bed head. He seems dazed. 
Mary SCREAMS again. 

MARY 

(O.C. ) 
AHHHHHHHHHHHHH ! 

Alarm registers on his face. 

He jumps out of bed and races from the room. He sprints 
down a hallway past other rooms to a staircase and down the 
stairs. He grabs a baseball bat that sits in a corner as he 
turns it . 

RAND 
I'm coming Mary! 

He rounds a corner and his socks slide on the hardwood 
delivering him with a CRASH into a table with a vase on it. 

He catches the vase mid-wobble and resets it on the table. 
He continues toward the kitchen. 

He enters the kitchen panting loudly and surveys the scene. 

Mary stands in the middle of the hallway staring blankly 
toward the stove. She has an expression of shock and 
confusion on her face. 

Rand raises the bat into the striking position and follows 
her gaze. 

Bruce is in front of the stove, cooking. His back is to them 
as he works . Multiple pans dance in his hands bringing the 
sound of sizzling food. He's completely nude. 



Rand bends over to catch his breathe. He rests the bat down 
against the wall and addresses Mary. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
He ' s okay . That ' s . . . that ' s . . . 

MARY 

That's? 

RAND 

Bruce . 

MARY 

Bruce? 

Rand looks the homeless man over, then shrugs. 

RAND 

Yeah, he's okay. He's a guest. 

Rand disappears into the hallway. Mary gives Bruce one more 
inspection starting at the top and pausing midway for longer 
than required. 

MARY 
(TO RAND OC) 
A little warning next time. 

Rand reappears with a housecoat. He puts it over his guest's 
shoulders . 

RAND 

Bruce, this is Mary. She helps me 
out around here. 

Bruce acknowledges the woman then puts his arms in the 
housecoat and ties it up. He continues cooking. 

Mary gestures at Bruce's back and mouths to Rand, 'what'? 

Rand mouths back, 'Long story'. 

Mary gives up and begins picking food scraps, dishes and out 
of place things off the counter and putting it all away. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Why are you here anyway? Its 
Saturday. 

MARY 

The party, you forget? Where's 
your little computer thingy that 
tells you what to do. I thought 
it was sewn to your hand. 
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Rand shoots Bruce a glare. 

RAND 

I lost it. 

Mary gives him a look, then says something under her breath 
in Mandarin. 

MARY 
(IN MANDARIN) 
Idiot. 

Bruce chuckles at the sink. Mary raises an eyebrow. 



INT. RAND'S HOME, HALLWAY - EVENING 

Rand waits outside the bathroom door in a white hallway. The 
hallway is quiet and the sound of running water is easily 
heard through the door. Rand leans toward the door and 
speaks into it. 

RAND 

Did you see the razor's I left on 
the counter? 

No response. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
And the soap? 

Nothing. He walks away. A moment passes then he returns to 
the door. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
There are pants and two shirts on 
the back of the door. 

He steps away then returns yet again. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Not sure if you saw them. Wear 
whatever you want. You look about 
the same size as me so they should 
fit . 

Mary walks up behind him. She has yellow rubber gloves on 
her hands and her nose is crinkled up in disgust. 



MARY 

You should have hosed him down 
before he came in. 
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She holds a garbage bag in her hand far away from her body as 
if she's carrying toxic waste. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
The bed he slept in looks like a 
Wabt fudgesicle melted in it. I'm 
going to burn the bedding with his 
clothes . 

RAND 
That's fine. 

The water shuts off inside the bathroom. The handle turns. 
The door opens and Bruce walks out. 

Wow. 

He looks like a different person. Handsome in fact. His 
face is freshly shaven. His hair is cut short and neat. 

He's wearing a white collared shirt with the top buttoned 
down. A black blazer hangs neatly on his shoulders. He 
could be 007 or the next face of Hugo Boss. 

Mary whistles to herself. Even Rand looks impressed. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

Okay then. 

Rand's eyes focus on something and leans in closer to inspect 
Bruce 's hairline. He has small vertical scars about three 
inches apart starting in his hair line and running an inch 
onto his forehead. They span his entire head from one side 
to the other like a picket fence. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
What happened here? 

A DOORBELL rings downstairs . 

MARY 

Your guests have arrived. 

Rand steps back and gives Bruce a once over. 

RAND 
Here we go. 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Rand shifts in the chair then coughs to clear his throat. 
He quints into the light. 
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INTERROGATOR 

(O.C.) 
Why did you stop? 

RAND 

Thirsty. 

INTERROGATOR 
(speaking to another) 
Get some water. 

The sound of a door opening and footsteps. A sliver of 
light from the hallway outside faintly illuminates more of 
the room. 

RAND 

Its very peaceful here. Quiet. 
Do you rent out in the summer? 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

Lets recap. You almost run down a 
mute homeless guy but the car 
brakes on its own. You almost get 
beat up but the same homeless guy 
goes Bruce Lee and saves you. And 
all this leads you to invite him to 
live with you where you clean him 
up and find there's a diamond in 
the rough? 

RAND 

You're a really good listener you 
know that? There must be a happy 
Mrs. Agent at home somewhere. 

Footsteps approaching. 

The silhouette of a man steps into the light and walks 
towards Rand. He partially blocks the light and his shadow 
looms large on the wall behind them. He holds a cup to 
Rand's mouth. 

Rand drinks. The man disappears into the dark. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Much better. Tell me, is it 
Tuesday? 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

Your story is far fetched to say 
the least Mr. Trent. 

(MORE) 
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INTERROGATOR ( CONT ' D ) 
But I'm going to indulge you. 
What happened at the party? 

RAND 

Its the Dancing with the Stars 
finale on Tuesday and I've invested 
too much to miss it. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C.) 

The quicker you tell us everything, 
the sooner you can get back to your 
life Mr. Trent. The party? 

Rand sighs. 



EXT. RAND'S HOUSE - EVENING 

BMW's, Mercedes, Bentley's, Lamborghini ' s , Tesla's and other 
elite vehicles line the driveway and street in front of 
Rand's house. Handsome guests linger outside smoking and 
socializing in the driveway. 

RAND 

(V.O.) 

Every six month I invited the most 
interesting people I knew to an 
exclusive party. 



INT. RAND'S HOUSE, MULTIPLE -ROOMS - EVENING 

Hallways and rooms are filled with perfectly manicured woman 
in designers dresses who talk to brooding men in classic 
suits . Grunge rock stars exchange with geek startup wonder 
boys . 

RAND 

(V.O. ) 

Not friends, unless by coincidence. 

The joy of laughter and the tension of passionate discussions 
spiced by flowing drinks all stewed together in a broth of 
music . 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

Invitations couldn't be bought. 
They truly had to be fascinating to 
be there. 



In the kitchen, Mary works feverishly putting hor dourves on 
silver trays and barking commands to hired hands who bustle 
the food out into the crowd. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

CEO's, movie stars, celebrity 
brainiacs, YouTube sensations. 
They all came. 

In the entertaining room in the front of the house, Rand and 
Bruce mix with a dozen other guests. The room is 
conservatively decorated with cherry hardwood floors and 
original art on the walls. 

Rand sits amidst a cluster of guests listening to a man in 
his late forties, DOUG GIBBONS, who stands before them 
passionately speaking, lecturing almost, on some cerebral 
topic . 

RAND (CONT'D) 

(V.O.) 

Doug Gibbons was on the edge of 
creating a new type of propulsion 
and energy system that relied 
exclusively on magnetization of the 
positive and negative ions between 
matter in some pattern bla bla bla. 
It was beyond me. 

(beat) 
He was describing the 
insurmountable wall he'd hit in the 
formula. 

Eight other adults sit around Rand, half of which are women. 
They listen politely, almost amusingly, to Doug. 

DOUG 

Two years trying to nail the 
formula, but nothing. Two years 
without an inch of progress! Two 
years . Do I give up? Do I throw 
myself in front of a train? Do I 
learn a hobby and forget this 
endlessly tormenting crap? These 
are the questions I ask myself 
everyday . 

Haunting, melancholy notes emanate from a piano on the other 
side of the room underscoring each conversation, gesture and 
exchange as though they were intelligently collaborating with 
the room's occupants in a natural harmony to give extended 
meaning to the evening. 



Rand follows the source of the music. He looks past Doug 
across the room towards the piano. 

Bruce sits on the bench playing each note like a supreme 
virtuoso. 

Rand's eyes watch with a measure of curiosity and amazement 
at the enigma who has entered his life. 

RAND 

(V.O.) 

Who are you? I wondered, yet 
again. 

Bruce shares the bench with two woman who sit on either side 
of him watching him play. 

The woman to his left, ROSE, is a mid-thirties redhead 
bombshell with an hourglass figure barely contained in a skin 
tight red dress. She leans toward Bruce, intentionally 
showing him a better viewing angle. 

ROSE 

I've never heard this before, its 
beautiful. What's it called? 

Bruce looks into her eyes and silently smiles while his 
fingers dance across the keys. 

On his other side of him, KAYLA, a sexy mid-twenties blond 
rocker with tattoos up her arms flashes a glare at Rose while 
stroking Bruce 's ear. 

KAYLA 

We should put some words to it. 
I'm looking for a love song for my 
next album. Maybe we could work 
together on it. 

Rose laughs and Kayla glares at her. 

ROSE 

Hardly the trash metal you call 
music Kayla. 

Kayla stops stroking Bruce 's ear and sets her jaw. 

KAYLA 

Pardon? Is that what jealousy 
sounds like when you hit fifty? 
At least my career's still going up 
grama . 
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ROSE 

Fifty? Grama? You...! 

Bruce cuts them both off as he pounds the piano's keys, 
abruptly jumping into a high tempo number in Depardieu-Green- 
Card fashion. 

His fingers dance across the keys in a blur. Music something 
like Sonata in B Minor, by Franz Liszt explode from the 
piano. The room falls silent and all conversations halt as 
they turn to watch him. Other guests appear in doorways and 
stand listening in awe as though aware that they are 
witnessing the main event of the evening. 

Incredibly Bruce increases the tempo as he plays out an 
intense finale. His fingers are a blur on the keys. 

Musical notes shoot out from the piano like a hell storm of 
thunder and lightening and then. . . 

Stop. Suddenly. 

The rooms remains silent for a moment then the entire party 
breaks out in a round of enthusiastic applause and shouted 
accolades . 

Bruce acknowledges the praise with a modest nod then he 
slides out from between the admiring ladies and walks to 
stand alone at a side table. 

PETER POPE sits on the couch to the right of Rand. He is in 
his late forties and has short black hair and a strong 
jawline. 

PETER 

This party lives up to the 
reputation Trent. I'm surprised 
its taken you this long to invite 
me . 

Peter gestures towards Bruce. 

RAND 

Where did you find him? 

Rand and Peter watch as Bruce picks up a pen and a piece of 
paper and begins scribbling something. At the piano Rose 
and Kayla look from him to each other sharing the 
unaccustomed feeling of being left behind. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
That's a long, strange story and 
I'm not even sure I believe it 
myself. 



PETER 

I'd love to hear it sometime. 
Rand turns to face Peter for the first time. 

RAND 

What about you Peter, I hear you 
are being considered for a Nobel 
prize for your work on brain tissue 
neuron modification. 

Peter Pope's face seems to harden as though the inquiry is a 
veiled insult. 

PETER 

Brain tissue neuron modification? 
Is that what they say I'm working 
on?!? That's a joke. That would 
be like saying Trimalchio's dinner 
consists simply of boiled potatoes. 

Rand leans back as though suddenly aware the stray he's been 
petting to might be rabid. 

RAND 

I didn't mean to... 

PETER 
(INTERUPTING) 
I'm changing the world by changing 
us. As vast and infinite as the 
world out there is its just as vast 
and infinite inside of us. More 
so even. There are over 10 
quadrillion synaptic junctions in 
the human brain interacting with 
thousands of terabytes of storage. 
Did you know our DNA stores every 
experience ever recorded, not just 
in our lifetime but in the history 
of human existence? Do you 
understand what I'm saying Trent? 

Rand stands cutting the conversion. 

RAND 

No but it sounds like you do and 
that's what's important. Can I 
refill your drink? 

Peter looks at his glass. Its almost empty. He hands it to 
Rand. 
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PETER 

Sure. 

There's a full bar against the wall in the middle of the room 
and Rand walks it. Doug Gibbons, the man lecturing earlier 
on propulsion, meets him there. 

DOUG 

Getting away from Pope? 
RAND 

You've met him already then? 
DOUG 

I got stuck beside him at a dinner 
once. There's such a thing as too 
intense . 

Rand looks at Doug and raises an eyebrow as if non-verbally 
saying, 'this is coming from you?' Doug laughs. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
Okay, fair enough. 

Doug gestures toward Bruce. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
There's a pot going for who the 
mystery guest is . The best rumor 
I heard so far is he's the lead in 
the new Avatar sequels with 
Cameron, the poor bastard. 
Although after that number on the 
piano maybe reincarnation of 
Amadeus . Care to give a pal a 
hint? 

Rand watches Bruce for moment as he's bent over, still 
writing on the piece of paper. 

RAND 

Avatar. The prequel too. 
DOUG 

I knew it. 

Rose has taken over on the piano and begins playing a light 
melody. Kayla joins her singing heavy at first until Rose 
glares at her. She stops and resumes in a light pretty 
voice. 



RAND 

How are you really doing Doug? I 
don't think I've seen you this 
stressed. 

Doug takes a deep drink and looks into the amber liquid. 

DOUG 

Something's not right Rand. I 
feel like that donkey with the 
stick on his head and the carrot 
dangling right before his eyes. 
Just in reach but always out of 
reach. 

RAND 

You'll do it Doug. Have faith. 

Doug looks at Rand as though considering. After a moment, 
he sighs. He inches closer and lowers his voice. 

DOUG 

I've had four fires and two 
burglaries in the past six months 
at the lab. My house has been 
broken into. I fired my lab 
assistant three weeks ago after I 
caught her looking at locked files 
on my computer. I keep seeing 
the same cars behind me and parked 
outside my office. 

Doug drinks again with an unsteady hand finishing off what's 
left in his glass. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
I'm losing perspective. I'm 
jumping at shadows. I can't tell 
reasonable caution from paranoia 
anymore . 

Doug fills his glass again. 

RAND 

Your propulsion work. If you pull 
it off. It puts a lot of very rich 
and very powerful people out of 
business right? Things that wars 
have been fought over become 
irrelevant? 

Doug nods. Rand seems to consider a moment. He look across 
the crowd of rich, famous and genius guests. 



RAND (CONT'D) 
You know the people at this party 
are the smartest, most creative 
people around. People think. . . 
heck 'we' think that we are the 
ones influencing society. Leading 
invention and creating modern 
culture. And we are, sure. But 
I can't help but feel like we are 
just the marionette, like 
Pinocchio, believing we are real 
when we are acting out the 
intention of some hidden puppeteer 
controlling us with invisible 
strings . 

Doug gives Rand an incredulous look. 

DOUG 

Jeeze Rand, I thought I was bad. 
You're insane. 

Peter Pope gets up from the couch and approaches them. 

RAND 

I'd love to tell you that you are 
over reacting but you have a right 
to be spooked. Be careful man, 
watch your back. 

Peter arrives and looks at the drink in Rand's hand. 

PETER 

I thought you were getting drinks? 
RAND 

Oh crap, sorry Peter. Bad host. 

Rand turns to pour a new glass of scotch. He gives it to 
Peter and the three men stand surveying the crowd. 

Across the room Bruce folds the piece of paper he was 
scribbling on and walks towards them. He hands the paper to 
Doug. 

DOUG 
Uh, thanks? 

Bruce flashes a grin at Rand then continues walking and 
leaves the room. The men watch him go with puzzled 
expressions on their faces. 

PETER 
That guy's weird. 
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Doug unfolds the paper and begins reading. The drink drops 
from his hand and shatters on the floor. 

DOUG 

Holy crap. 

PETER 

What? 

DOUG 

Holy crap? 

RAND /PETER 

What?!? 

Doug turns the paper and holds it toward Rand. On it are 
multiple paragraphs of numbers and symbols in equation form. 

RAND 

Hieroglyphics? A grocery list? 
What? 

Doug really looks shaken. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
You're freaking me out, what? 

DOUG 
This is it. 

RAND 

What? 

DOUG 

This is the formula. This is 'THE' 
formula! 

RAND 

You mean? 

DOUG 

Yeah! 

Doug is ecstatic. He reads it again with wonder in his eyes. 

Rand and Peter look towards the doorway Bruce left from then 
exchange a glance. 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Rand takes pause under the bright light and looks out 
thoughtfully in the direction of his interrogators. 
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RAND 

I'm hungry. Lets order out, I'm 
thinking Chinese. Or Indian! 
Get me a pen and phone, its on me. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

How did 'Bruce' figure it out? 
This propulsion, energy formula. 
Did he see it somewhere? 

Rand lets out a long sigh. 

RAND 

You're not getting it are you? 
INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 
What don't I get? 

RAND 

What you DO get might be a quicker 
list to cover. Have you ever 
left this room? Do you get TV? 
You know the earth isn't flat 
right? 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

What don't I get Mr. Trent? 
RAND 

Mr. Trent? After you created this 
intimate setting? Call me Rand. 
I just realized I never got your 
first name. 

INTERROGATOR 

(O.C. ) 

Mr. Trent if there's something you 
think I'm missing why don't you 
explain it. 

RAND 

'Rand' please. I'll call you 
Agent Smith. That's a complement, 
he was creepy. That's what you are 
going for I assume? 

INTERROGATOR/AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

'Rand', please carry on. 
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A slight grin finds the corner of Rand's mouth at the small 
victory of will. 

RAND 

I was a victim of Stockholm 
syndrome . Except the kidnapper 
that held my loyal affection was 
the pull of my old hollow life. 



EXT. SIDEWALK NEARING RAND'S HOUSE - DAY 

Rand and Bruce walk in their jogging apparel down the 
sidewalk past all the houses on Rand's affluent street. 
Rand is soaked with sweat from the run while Bruce appears 
fresh and clean. 

RAND 

I worked so damn hard to buy a 
house on this street. 

Each house they pass appears bigger than the last. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
After our next deal I'll be able to 
buy anywhere. I was thinking of 
going full Pharaoh. Maybe a ranch 
in the Midwest and move home-base 
to a condo on Park Avenue. Or go 
coast and mountain. 

Bruce offers a sidelong glance. THUNDER BOOMS in the sky 
overhead. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
We're on the verge of breaking into 
the Chinese market. You can't 
fathom how extricating the years 
of paying respect, cutting through 
double-talk and wining and dining 
every kind of suit has been. 

As if a thousand rain drops were released on sidewalk, cars 
and trees all at once a chorus of acoustic explosions sound 
around them. The men shift into a light jog. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
They've got the fastest growing 
market in the world . Its where 
the growth money is. If Trent 
Enterprises can get in like I think 
we can. . . 



They reach Rand's house and sprint up his driveway not 
stopping until they reach the closed garage door. The roof 
above the garage protrudes and they huddle under it with 
their back pressed against the door watching big drops of 
rain bounce off the cement and run down driveway in tiny 
rivers . 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I've enjoyed the last few days but 
if I don't get back to it and soon 
we're going to lose the deal. You 
can stay here for a few days to get 
on your feet then I can give you a 
bit of money to get a start. 

Bruce extends an arm into the downpour. He holds his hand 
out and lets drops bounce off of his palm. Rand watches 
him, trying to read the reaction. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I'm not abandoning you I just have 
my own complicated life that takes 
all my attention. 

Bruce takes three Wabt steps into the downpour then turns to 
face Rand. Rain pours down on him instantly soaking him. 
He gestures for Rand to join him. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
No way, its cold. 

Bruce appears very Zenlike standing in the downpour. He 
gestures again for Rand to join him. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
No, I get it. Nature is beautiful. 
I like rain too but.. 

There's a loud THUMP and the garage door suddenly swings out. 
An involuntary AAARRG sound escapes from Rand's mouth as he 
jumps in surprise and lands out in the rain beside Bruce. 

The garage door opens completely and Mary maneuvers out 
awkwardly carrying two large garbage bags in each hand. She 
curses something neither man hears as she passes them. 

The men step inside the garage to get dry and watch Mary as 
she drags the bags to the end of the driveway. She drops 
them one by one into garbage cans near the curb then returns 
up the driveway to stand with them in the garage. 



MARY 

Thanks for the help. Two strong 
men can run for an hour without 
being chased but not help an old 
lady with heavy bags . 

She shakes her head and starts back toward the door. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
(MANDARIN) 
Stand out here staring into each 
others eyes like two lost lovers . 

Bruce laughs. Mary stops in the door and turns back. She 
glares at Bruce accusingly. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
(MANDARIN) 
Why don't you tell this oaf that 
you speak Mandarin so he doesn't 
have to follow you around like a 
dumb puppy. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Is this Mandarin? 

Rand jumps at hearing words from Bruce 's mouth for the first 
time . He looks between Mary and Bruce . 

RAND 
He can talk!? 

MARY 

Of course he can talk. He says 
you are a very stupid man. 

RAND 

Ask him where he came from? Ask 
him what why he can do the things 
he can do? What about the scars, 
where did the scars on his head 
come from? 

MARY 

Stop! You are giving me a 
headache. Ask him yourself, he 
understands . 

Mary turns toward the house then stops . 
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MARY (CONT'D) 
But do it later. You should call 
your friend back. He sounded very 
upset. 

RAND 
What friend? 



INT. DOUG'S LAB/HANGER - DAY 

Doug Gibbons paces across a large space that's part research 
lab, part airplane hanger. He runs fingers through hair. 

DOUG 

They took everything! 

He passes disheveled desks, cabinets hanging open and lab 
equipment broken and thrown across the ground. 

A man in his fifties with a buzz cut and square jaw, BERNIE, 
stands in an open hanger door yelling into a cell phone. 
Mary and Bruce lean against a desk behind Rand. 

RAND 

Thieves? 

Doug stops and looks at them with angry eyes . 

DOUG 

Government thieves . 
Bernie hangs up the phone and joins them. 

BERNIE 

The cops don't want any part of it 
and every government stooge I talk 
to tells me I have to call someone 
else. Typical bullcrap. 

Doug turns and stares through the hanger door into the 
parking lot outside. 

DOUG 

They took the computers . They took 
my files. They took Charlotte. 
They even took the card my kids 
made me for my birthday. It was in 
crayon. 

RAND 

Whoa back up Doug. Start at the 
beginning. 



Doug turns to face them and breathes a long sigh. 

DOUG 

After your party I was too excited 
to sleep so I rang Bernie and we 
came here to work. By the time 
the sun was up we had modified our 
prototype. She sat right here. 

Doug gestures to the large empty space in the middle of the 
hanger. He stares at it as though seeing something invisible 
to the others . 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
It was the most beautiful shiny 
wonderful thing you've ever seen. 
Perfectly round with a little 
bubble on top. Looked like some 
alien saucer out of a UFO comic. 
We called her Charlotte. 

He takes a few steps towards the open hanger door. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
We rolled her out into the sun. 
You had to listen close for the hum 
of that beautiful zero-point engine 
just to know she was on. Lazar 
was right about element 115. We 
had engineered the controls to 
emulate the stuff Bernie used to 
fly back in the Navy. When he 
lifted her straight up 500 feet 
into the air it was so smooth it 
felt as if we were riding in God's 
palm I kid you not. 

FADE TO: 



INT /EXT. CHARLOTTE - DAY 

Doug is seated in a captain chair with Bernie beside him. 
They appear to be in a small aircraft cockpit. Doug checks 
gages and controls displaying altitude, longitude, latitude, 
speed and vehicle health stats. 

DOUG 

Alright Bernie, bring it 180 
degrees starboard. 

The men gaze through a glass window into the bright blue sky 
outside. Bernie grips a navigation stick in each hand. He 
tilts the stick in his left hand, right. 
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BERNIE 

Turning 180 degrees starboard. 
A hum beneath them increases an octave. 

Through the cockpit window clouds and sky shift as the craft 
pivots right. Bernie and Doug wear big sloppy grins. Doug 
inspects gages and makes a mark on a clipboard. 

DOUG 

Check. Okay, lets go 360 degrees 
port. 

Bernie tilts the left stick, left. 

BERNIE 

Turning 3 60 degrees port. 

From outside the craft we see Charlotte as she hangs in the 
clear air as if suspended by an invisible rope. She's a 
classic UFO saucer made out of smooth shining silver. 

One moment she's still, then next she spins counter clockwise 
in a complete circle to stop where she began. Bernie and 
Doug sit behind the cockpit window with huge grins on their 
faces . 

Inside the cabin Doug types on a keyboard. 

DOUG 

Alright, next one. Ascend to 
85000 feet full speed. Lets see 
how long 16 vertical miles takes. 

Bernie sighs and seems a little nervous. 

BERNIE 

We're clear up top boss? 
Doug double checks a screen that looks like radar. 

DOUG 

Clear. 

Bernie draws the sign of the cross over his chest. 

BERNIE 

Ascending to 85000 feet. 

He tilts the right joystick all the way forward and then 
pulls it back almost as quickly. Flashes of white appear 
through the window as the craft ascends through cloud. An 
indicator above his head races from 2000 feet to 85425 feet 
in a matter of seconds 



BERNIE ( CONT ' D ) 
Woohoo!!!! There's no way that 
just happened. 

DOUG 

Look through the window! 

Through the window they can see land and water far below but 
they also have a view of the curvature of the earth - they 
are really high up. 

Doug checks more gages and types into a keyboard. 

BERNIE 

We have full inertial dampening. 
We're maintaining atmosphere. 

Bernie breathes in deeply and looks around the cockpit 

BERNIE (CONT'D) 
This is eerily smooth. If I 
didn't know better I'd say we were 
still sitting on the ground in the 
hanger. No atmospheric effects at 
all . 

DOUG 

Charlotte's in her own little 
sovereign piece of time and space. 
Gravity is bending around it 
allowing us to defy the physics of 
the world outside her. Okay lets 
take her back down to 500 feet. 
Make sure you don't overshoot I 
haven't had time to install the 
airbags . 

Bernie laughs . 

BERNIE 
Descending to 500 feet. 

Outside, Charlotte hangs perfectly still in the air. Above 
her, the infinite of black space and below her mother earth. 
Its a beautiful sight. 

Then she drops . 

The craft descends at incredible speed. It passes through 
clouds and a flock of birds like a streak of light then stops 
suddenly 150 meters above the ground below. 

Inside the craft Doug and Bernie stare through the window 
with satisfied looks on their face. 
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BERNIE ( CONT ' D ) 
Back at 500 feet, check. 

Bernie looks to his copilot. 

DOUG 

We did it Bernie. This will change 
everything. 

FADE TO: 



INT. DOUG'S LAB /HANGER - DAY 

Glowing happy Doug fades into dark glowering Doug standing in 
the hanger door. 

DOUG 

Bernie brought her down like he'd 
been flying her for years. We came 
in to pop the champaign then all 
hell broke loose. 

Doug face grows even darker. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
Ten black SUVs come ripping into 
the parking lot. Forty haircuts in 
black suits pour out like someone 
kicked over their ant colony. 

BERNIE 

They said they were a joint task 

force with CCIS and homeland 

security and didn't need a Warrent. 

DOUG 

I hadn't even finished my champaign 
when they were loading Charlotte 
onto a flatbed. 

Doug BELLOWS and kicks a cardboard box. Bruce ducks 
nonchalantly as the box flies over the place where his head 
had been. Doug doesn't seem to notice. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 
Some ice woman in a white suit says 
we violated airspace, risked 
national security, infringed on 
patents and a dozen other bullshit 
things. She said I had to stop my 
work or I'd disappear in some hole 
and never see my kids again. 



RAND 

They said that? 

Doug walks to an office chair on wheels and plops into it 
letting defeat weigh down on him. 

DOUG 

I'm not going to let them beat me. 
The cold expression on his face turns to icy resolve. 

DOUG (CONT'D) 

I won't. 

RAND 

Don't do anything rash Doug. I 
have good lawyers and they're 
yours . 

Doug laughs but the humour doesn't touch his eyes. 

DOUG 

Are you really that naive Rand? 
Lawyers? Lawyers fight within the 
system but they can't fight the 
system itself. 

RAND 

We'll go to the Mayor. Our MPP. 
We can hit the news, Facebook, 
Twitter. I know people Doug. 
They won't get away with this! 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
They already did get away with it. 
Who remembers Searl, Hutchinson, 
Tesla, Moray, Keely, Browning, 
Schauberger? 

DOUG 

You took the blue pill already if 
you feel any of that will do 
anything. What they don't own 
they control. You can't beat 

them Rand. They rigged the game. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
He's right Rand. You think you 
know people but the ones who can do 
this are at a whole different level 
on the pyramid. 

(MORE) 



44. 



BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
They hide behind corporations, 
governments , international banks 
and religions. 

Doug drifts into his own nightmare thoughts . Rand looks 
between him and Bruce. 

RAND 

Mary, what's Bruce saying? 
MARY 

Nonsense talk. He makes no sense. 

Bruce looks over their faces while Doug zones out and begins 
muttering to himself in a self-deprecating monologue. 

DOUG 
(SOTTO) 
No one can help me. 



RAND 

Translate? 

MARY 
He's gone crazy. 

DOUG 
(SOTTO) 
I've failed everyone. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
They've been called many things. 
Their most popular name was the 
Illuminati . 

The word translates as spoken and hangs heavy in the air. 
Everyone stops, even Doug, to look at Bruce. 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Rand pauses and raises an eyebrow towards his kidnappers . 

RAND 

Isn't this where you guys say 
muhaha or something? 

The interrogator laughs . 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C.) 

You think we're Illuminati? 
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RAND 

I think I'm tied to a chair staring 
into a spot light talking about 
secret inventions . This might 
pass as party favors in your 
circles but where I come from its 
only acceptable between consenting 
adults and usually involves a safe 
word. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

What happened next with Mr. 
Gibbons? 

RAND 

I thought you wanted to know about 
Bruce? This isn't a choose your 
own adventure story. Bruce or 
Doug, what is it? 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C.) 

Just tell us what happened next. 
RAND 

Doug changed. He stopped talking 
and wouldn't take visitors. He 
was broken. Bruce on the other 
wouldn't stop talking now. Every 
day he was changing. Becoming 
more of himself. I decided China 
could wait just a little longer. 
It was time for a doctors visit. 



INT. POPE R&D, MEDICAL LAB - DAY 

Bruce lays in a medical bed in the middle of a white room 
with Mary standing beside him for support. Robotic arms 
holding cameras, lasers and sensors are attached to the bed 
and thick cables connect them to an L-shaped control desk in 
the corner of the room where Peter and Bruce stand. 



The robotic arms jump to life and dance around Bruce taking 
video and projecting blue and green lasers throughout his 
body. 

Rand looks over the impressive collection of technology 
(curved monitors, transparent touchscreen displays, switches, 
gauges ) on the control desk. 



RAND 

I've never seen tech like this. 
Not in the market anyway. It's 
all DNA research? 

Peter raises his hands in front of the monitors like a 
conductor preparing his orchestra. He gestures a few inches 
from the screen in something almost like sign language and 
windows and applications move and shift on the screens, 
zooming in and out. 

PETER 

We do a little bit of everything. 
Hardware, software, apps, research, 
pharma. Whatever pays the bills. 
But the goal is always the same. 

RAND 
What's that? 

PETER 

Understanding and improving the 
human capacity. 

An x-ray view of Bruce 's brain flashes up on the screen. 
Peter gestures with his fingers and the brain suddenly pulses 
in red, green and blue. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
I was surprised to hear from you. 
At the party you didn't sound 
interested in my work. 

RAND 

I'm not going to lie, I was 
distracted at the party and I'm 
here now for selfish reasons. 
Your work is above my head. I 
want to help Bruce 

Peter pauses to glance out of the corner of his eye at Rand. 

PETER 

Honesty? That's not something I'm 
used to. 

Peter makes another gesture with his hands and the brain 
activity window slides into the corner of the screen. A new 
window pops up in the forefront of the screen with a view of 
Bruce 's whole body. We see blood flowing and muscles 
working almost as if they were looking at a cut open cross 
section of his real body. 
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RAND 
Incredible . 

PETER 

The skeletal structure appears 
normal but I've never seen such a 
dense or active muscular or nervous 
system. 

Peter pinches to zoom until the screen magnifies deeply down 
into the chunky part of muscle in Bruce 's thigh. It zooms 
and zooms until round white and red blood cell bounce around 
the screen. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Healthiest blood I've even seen. 

Peter makes another gesture and the x-ray of Bruce 's brain 
takes full screen. 

At the medical bed three cameras emitting different colour 
lasers triangulate over Bruce ' s head - lenses dilate as they 
zoom closer adhering to Peter's gestures. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Incredible . 

RAND 

What? 

Bruce points at a large red section of brain. 

PETER 

See this, the pituitary gland. It 
should be the size of a pea but it 
looks more like a golf ball. 

He points at another yellow section. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
See all the activity here? Its 
pulsing yellow. This part of the 
brain is supposed to be dormant. 

RAND 

What does that mean? 
PETER 

It means this is the most 
incredible brain I've ever seen. 
You asked about the scars across 
his forehead? 
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RAND 

Yeah? 

Peter makes a twisting gesture with his wrist. One of the 
robotic arms on the bed holding a camera and laser whiz 
around. 

On the monitor we see a view above Bruce 's head, shooting 
down. Peter taps the screen in a circular motion, touching 
upon each scar. They highlight in a circle of yellow as he 
touches them. 

PETER 
Incredible . 

RAND 

What? 



INT. POPE R&D, PETER'S OFFICE - DAY 

Peter Pope sits behind a large oak desk. Framed diploma's 
and patents hang on the wall behind him. Sculptures of 
brains and models of DNA are displayed like art around the 
room. 

Rand, Mary and Bruce sit eagerly in chairs across from Peter. 
On the desk between them are various pictures of Bruce 's 
skull, brain and body. Bruce leafs through them studying 
them with intelligent eyes . 

PETER 

Here ' s my theory and that ' s all it 
is until we can do a lot more 
tests. I 'think' Bruce 's brain 
became ultra active in a very brief 
period of time. Like a muscle on 
some super steroid there was 
swelling and it grew. Normally 
swelling would kill someone but for 
some reason, maybe the density of 
the tissue itself, it actually 
expanded the skull cracking it and 
causing all the fissures in the 
bone. There was damage to the 
brain and scull but over time they 
healed, causing the scaring. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Does this explain why I don't 
remember anything? 



MARY 

Is this why he can't remember? 
PETER 

Its the most likely reason. He 
literally had brain damage. 
Healing would have been a slow 
process taking months, maybe years. 

Rand inspects a photo of the scars on Bruce ' s forehead. 

RAND 

Why are the scars be so 
symmetrical? 

Peter sits back and rubs his chin, considering. 

PETER 

I considered that. They could 
have been surgically created to 
allow the growth. 

RAND 

You're saying Bruce 's physical and 
mental differences may be man-made? 

PETER 

No, you're saying that. I'm 
saying this is a scientific process 
not magic . We need more tests . 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
What do you suggest? 

MARY 

He wants to know what you want? 
Peter tries to smile. It looks unnatural. 

PETER 

I have residences here on site. 
We have the most advanced equipment 
in the world. The smartest minds 
and virtually unlimited resources . 
I'd like Bruce to stay so we can 
study this further. 

Rand looks at Peter a differently. New found caution in his 
eyes . 

RAND 

You don't want to help him. You 
want to study him like a lab rat. 
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Peter stands and puts both hands on the desk. 

PETER 

Look! I've never seen anything 
like this before and if Bruce can 
do the things you say he might be 
the missing link to our future. We 
have a responsibility to understand 
more. I insist on it! 

RAND 

Bruce, what you do want? 

Mary and Rand turn to listen to the strange man in their 
midst. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
I want to eat. 



EXT. RESTARANT, 'THE HEALTHY VEGAN' - NIGHT 

A dozen tables line a quaint restaurant decorated organically 
in foliage and flowers. Rand, Mary and Bruce are seated at 
a square table in the corner. Classical music plays in the 
background. 

Rand cautiously stares down at his plate 

RAND 
What is this? 

On the table in front of Rand is a vegan plate full of 
strange looking foods. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Grains, seeds, plants and 
vegetables. Nothing processed. 
Everything grown. 

Mary translates. 

MARY 
Rabbit food. 

RAND 

So we're skipping the middle man 
and eating my food's food? I need 
meat. 

Bruce looks at Rand with a solemn expression. 



BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Gandhi, Edison, Da Vinchi, Tolstoy, 
Einstein, Tesla, Van Gogh, Twain. 
There is a reason our smartest 
minds have been vegetarians 
throughout history. In a few 
hundred years mankind will look 
back at the industry of meat and 
suffering with incredible shame. 
They will wonder what insanity ran 
amok in this age to allow such 
atrocities just like we wonder how 
our ancestors turned a blind eye to 
slavery and genocides. 

Rand looks at Mary to translate. 

RAND 

What did he say? 

MARY 

He says you're stupid and to shut 
up and eat. 

Rand picks up his fork, digs in cautiously and puts a small 
forkful in his mouth. A moment of silence while he chews, 
then swallows . 

RAND 

Not a porterhouse. 

He scoops up a larger portion with his fork and shovels it 
into his mouth. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
But not terrible. 

Bruce pushes his plate away and puts his palms on the table. 
With his right hand he takes Mary's hand. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Please translate exactly as I speak 
it . 

MARH 
(MANDARIN) 
Okay. 



BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Exactly. 



Mary grins mischievously and nods. 



BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
(MANDARIN) 
My memory is broken. 

Mary translates. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
(MANDARIN) 
That day Rand almost hit me with 
his car it was like being snapped 
out of a nightmare. 

FLASH CUT to the BMW screeching to a stop in front of Bruce 
and both men looking into each others eyes . Return to the 
restaurant. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
(MANDARIN) 
The world started making sense 
again but I remember nothing before 
that. Like words on the tip of 

your tongue I have a million 
memories just out of reach. More 
feelings than memories . I remember 
feeling confined and needing to 
escape. Bright sunshine burning 
my eyes. Freezing on hard 
pavement . Hunger . 

Mary glares at Rand. 

MARY 

You hit him with your car? 
RAND 

Almost hit him. 'Almost'. 

Bruce puts his left hand over Rand's. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Rand, you gave me back my life that 
day. Thank you. 

MARY 

He says you gave him his life and 
he thank's you. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Memories are coming back like 
Polaroid's in a wind storm. 
(MORE) 



53. 



BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
I find them unexpectedly and in no 
order and I can't help but feel 
I've been here and done all this 
long ago. I live in a constant 
state of deja vu. 

Mary translates. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
(MANDARIN) 
Then there's this. 

Bruce looks across the restaurant and spots a salt shaker on 
a table. He sets his focus on it. 

The salt shaker appears to vibrate, then it then flies 
through the air and lands square in Bruce 's palm. 

Mary and Rand both jump. 

RAND 

Holy crap! 

MARY 

Ay a! 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
I didn't know I could do that but I 
thought about it, then it happened. 
That's been happening a lot lately. 

MARY 
Do it again. 

Bruce looks over the restaurant. Two tables away a waiter 
prepares to pour water into a glass in front of a young 
couple who look over the menu. 

Bruce sets focus on the glass. A moment later it flies from 
the table across the room into Bruce 's hand. 

The waiter continues to pour and water spills over the table 
and onto the woman's lap . She jumps from the table in shock 
and the waiter begins a confused apology while offering 
napkins . 

Rand and Mary look at the glass in Bruce 's hand. No one 
knows what to say. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Is this real? Am I dreaming? 
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MARY 

He wants to know if he's dreaming? 
RAND 

I don't know Bruce. But I promise 
you this, we will find out. 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Rand tries to stretch. The chair he's bound creaks but his 
bindings restrict any real movement. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

Telekinetic powers now? 
RAND 

I'm not labelling it anything. 
I'm just telling you what I saw. 

AGENT SMITH 
We have two ways of processing 
people Rand. I think I've been 
more than reasonable with you so 
far. I want the truth. 

RAND 

Truth? Why didn't you say so. 
It was all an elaborate magic 
trick. Bruce is actually 
Houdini. I thawed him from a 
cryogenic sleep using a hair dryer. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

Maybe you need to know what you've 
been missing. 

The creak of the interrogator's chair. The squeak of the 
door opening. A dim light shines into the room. 

Rand struggles in his binds, shifting side to side leveraging 
the dim light to take in as much as possible. Metal chairs 
in the corner. A bed of some sort. Charts on the wall. 

AGENT SMITH (CONT'D) 

(O.C) 

Can you please explain to Mr. Trent 
that we are serious . 



Approaching footsteps. The door closing. 



55. 



The silhouette of the man in the suit steps into the 
spotlight and approaches Rand. The man leans over Rand, 
raises a fist into the air and brings it down hard into 
Rand's face. He punches him one, two, three times then 
retreats back into anonymity. 

AGENT SMITH (CONT'D) 

(O.C.) 

Do I make myself clear? 

Rand shakes his head, trying to clear it. A trickle of 
blood escapes his mouth and runs down his chin. He sticks a 
tongue out to taste it. 

RAND 

You're a master of words. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

Carry on Mr. Trent. What happened 
next. 

RAND 

What happened next, was murder. 



EXT. CEMETERY, FUNERAL - DAY 

A distant orange globe of hydrogen-fusion is the only thing 
breaking the clear blue sky overhead. Endless trees and 
lush green grass give the cemetery the contradictory 
expression of life and death. 

A crowd of mourners in black gather before a fresh plot. 
The headstone is a statue of an atom with overlapping bronze 
rings encircling it. 

Doug Gibbon's pretty wife stands solemnly in the center of 
the gathering before the casket. A young boy with tear 
marked cheeks holds her hand. A twelve year old girl stands 
on her other side. 

Rand, Mary and Bruce stand behind them among many others. 
Mary cries into a hanky. Rand looks angry. Bruce 
thoughtful . 

A PRIEST faces them from behind the casket, reading from an 
old book. 

PRIEST 

For none of us lives to himself, 
and none of us dies to himself. 
(MORE) 
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PRIEST (CONT'D) 
For if we live, we live to the 
Lord, and if we die, we die to the 
Lord. So then, whether we live or 
whether we die, we are the Lord's. 

Doug's wife looses it, erupting in wailing and a waterfall of 
tears. Her kids cling to her and bury their face in her 
dress . 

Bruce reaches from behind her and places his hand on her 
shoulder for comfort. He closes his eyes and concentrates. 
Mary watches this gesture with fascination. 

PRIEST (CONT'D) 
For to this end Christ died and 
lived again, that he might be Lord 
both of the dead and of the living. 



EXT. CEMETERY - DAY, LATER 

Small disparate groups linger in the cemetery to reminisce 
with one another and vow not let the triviality of life keep 
them apart for so long again. Rand stands with Doug's wife 
and the Priest. 

He says something thoughtful to her then gives her a warm 
embrace and leaves to join Mary and Bruce. They huddle 
outside a large mausoleum with the name Stan Meyer chiseled 
into it. 

The moment Rand's back is turned from the family the 
tenderness of his expression hardens. 

RAND 

Car accident? I'm going to find 
the evil bastards who did this ! 

Bruce puts a hand on Rand's chest. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
This isn't a homicide, its a war. 
A war that's been fought longer 
than you can ever imagine. 

Mary translates. 

RAND 

Someone needs to pay for what they 
did to him! 

Bruce watches Rand for a long moment. 



BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
We'll make them pay Rand, I 
promise. 

Mary translates and Rand listens. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
(MANDARIN) 
But I'm no good like this. I need 
to remember . 

RAND 

Pope? Something's not right with 
that guy. I don't trust him. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Not Pope. 

RAND 

Who then? 



INT/EXT. RANGE ROVER, STREET - DAY 

Cars are parked bumper to bumper on either side of a street 
in an old part of the city where endless shops with 
apartments overhead fall into the horizon. Herds of 
multicultural shoppers graze through racks of clothing and 
bins of books . 

Rand sits behind the wheel of the Range Rover with Bruce 
beside him. Mary leans between them from the backseat. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
There she is. 

A blond woman in glasses with a backpack walks up the 
sidewalk. LAURA WHITE is pretty and in her early twenties. 
She has the appearance of a student. 

RAND 

She doesn't look like renowned 
psychiatrist . 

MARY 

More like a renounced Starbucks 
barista. 
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EXT. STREET - DAY 

Laura stops in front of an apartment door nestled between a 
Mr Sub and a thrift store. Number 3233 is written on the 
door in square gold and black lettering. She reaches into a 
brown mailbox and removes a pile of letters which she leafs 
through while putting a key into the lock on the door. 

BRUCE 

Laura? 

She jumps, started, and turns to find Bruce behind her. 

LAURA 
Do I know you? 



INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT - DAY 

Laura's apartment is decorated in hippy-organic with a retro 
vibe. Mary and Rand sit on an ugly 70 's era couch while 
Bruce perches on the edge of a tiger-striped lazy boy. 
Behind them wooden bookshelves covered in vivid green plants 
and flowers burst with colour and life. 

The far wall is all window. The sounds of traffic and 
uptown pedestrian life drifts up from the street below. 

Laura's voice comes from another room. 

LAURA 

(O.C.) 

Your story is so far fetched I 
almost believe it. If nothing 

else, I see a paper in this. 

Laura enters the room carrying a tray of tea cups and hands 
them out . 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
The only part you haven't 
explained, is why me? 

Bruce takes a cup of tea from her and looks into her eyes . 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
I see images of you in my head. A 
magazine cover with your face and 
the words 'Mother of the Modern 
Mind' below it. 

Laura turns to Mary for a translation. Mary bites her lip. 



MARY 

You don't want to know. Can you 
help? 

Laura leans on a cabinet and takes a sip of the tea, 
considering. 

LAURA 

How can I help? Sounds like he 
needs a licensed psychiatrist. 

RAND 

I thought you were a psychiatrist? 

Laura laughs then points at a backpack on the table to draw 
attention to the University of Toronto logo on the front of 
it . 

LAURA 

I'll graduate this year. 

Rand and Mary both give Bruce 'the look' . Bruce ignores 
them. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
What about the spirit dream 
therapy? 

Eyes go from Bruce to Mary. 

MARY 

He wants to know about something 
called 'spirit dream therapy'? 

Laura gets a suspicious look on her face. 

LAURA 

That's just a theory I'm writing 
for my thesis. I haven't actually 
talked to anyone about it. How 
did he hear about this? 

MARY 

That's what you need to tell us. 
He knows things he shouldn't know. 

RAND 

What is "spirit dream therapy"? 



Laura looks them over for a moment, considering. She 
decides and moves to the window. 



60. 



LAURA 

When I was a little girl my father 
used to take me on his business 
trips to Peru. 

She stops in front of a potted plant with large leaves 
resting on the sill. She grabs the thick stem of the plant 
and lifts. The plant lifts out of the pot, taking the roots 
and dirt with it in one piece. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
At night he used to go into the 
rainforest where he'd chant and 
dance around a fire while tribal 
Shaman's would feed him potions 
used for hundreds of years. 

She reaches into the bottom of the empty pot and pulls out a 
clear ziplock bag of some type of plant or weed. A spark 
twinkles in Laura's eyes and its apparent that she's 
conversing in an area that fills her with passion. 

She hands the bag to Rand. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
This is an ayahuasca. 

Rand examines it. 

RAND 

I was a teenager once. You aren't 
suggesting we help Bruce by getting 
him high? 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Not 'high' Rand. Science ridicules 
anything that can't be measured and 
quantified but its well known that 
99.95% of what's out there can't be 
perceived by our senses or our 
sensory bionic tools. There's 
understanding in the higher 
densities around us that can only 
be navigated under the right state. 
This is where I will find my 
memory. Trust her. 

Mary rolls her eyes. 

MARY 

He says you are stupid and wants us 
to trust her. 
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Laura looks between the three of them. 

LAURA 

One night he had left me alone in 
the hotel room. I was absolutely 
terrified. There was a storm that 
was booming and lighting up the 
room. I sat on the corner of the 
bed jumping at shadows then 
something happened. He came to me. 
Not his body but his spirit. It 
passed right through the wall and 
stood over me. He told me not to 
be scared and that everything was 
going to be all right. 

Rand cocks an eyebrow. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
I know how crazy it sounds but that 
experience took my entire life in a 
different direction. I believe 
that if we can leverage the deep 
altered state brought on by 
ayahuasca with modern regression 
hypnotherapy we can dig right to 
the core of mental illness and mend 
underlying cause. 

Rand cracks open the bag of herbs and takes a sniff. He 
coughs . 

RAND 

It stinks. What do we do with it? 
Laura grabs it back. 

LAURA 

You do nothing. And I haven't even 
said that I was going to help. 
This is all just a theory. 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Laura, please I need your help. 

Mary starts to translate but Laura stops here. 

LAURA 

No need, his puppy dog face says it 
all. Fine, I'll do it but I need 
a few hours to prepare . And you 
all are helping. 
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INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Bruce lays on the 70 's era couch. His eyes are closed and he 
appears to be in a trance Small candles are distributed 
about the room. Light harp music plays off an iPod speaker 
in the kitchen. 

RAND 

Is the music necessary? 
LAURA 

Yes. Music at 432Hz resonates 
with the body's natural healing 
vibration. 

Rand rolls his eyes. 

He picks a cup off the table and peers into it. Brownish 
residue is drying on the bottom. He sniffs it then makes a 
disgusted face and puts it back down. 

RAND 

So what exactly are you doing? 

Laura kneels on the floor beside Bruce. Mary stands at the 
end of the couch watching. 

LAURA 

I've put Bruce into a trance. 
With the help of the ayahuasca mix 
he ' 11 be able to go deep into his 
subconscious mind and unlock his 
memories . 

Laura takes Bruce ' s hand into hers and gently begins stroking 
the back of it. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Bruce you are now in a deep sleep 
but you will not lose control. You 
can go anywhere or anytime but you 
can not get lost. My voice will 
be your guide and my touch will 
keep you grounded. Do you 
understand? 

Bruce responds "yes" in Mandarin. 

RAND 

How long does it take to kick in? 

LAURA 
(TO RAND) 
You need to stop talking. 
(MORE) 



LAURA (CONT'D) 
(TO BRUCE) 
What is your name? 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Bruce 

LAURA 

That's what Rand named you. What' 
your real name? 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
I've had many. I like Bruce. 

MARY 
(MANDARIN) 
He likes Bruce. 

LAURA 

How old are you? 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
I stopped counting after I left 
Gaia. 

MARY 

He doesn't count anymore. 
LAURA 

Guess . 

BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
A million years . 

MARY 

He says a million years. 
Laura, Mary and Rand look at each other. 

RAND 

Why isn't this working? 
Laura holds a hand up shushing him. 

LAURA 

Bruce, I want you to go back to 
your earliest memory. 

He doesn't respond. 
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LAURA (CONT'D) 
I want you to go back to your 
earliest memory. 

He still doesn't respond. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
I want you to go back to your 
earliest memory. 

Rand and Mary look nervous . 

MARY 

Something isn't right. 
LAURA 

Bruce, can you hear me? 

Bruce ' s eyes pop open. His pupils are fully dilated. He 
grabs Laura by the wrist. 

The room goes pitch dark. 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO, BEHIND HART HOUSE ( BRUCE 'S 
ODYSSEY) - DAY 

Bright sunlight. Blue skies. Green grass. 

Laura and Bruce stand in a green manicured field. Large 
English stone government buildings line the perimeter. 

LAURA 

What is this? Where am I? 
BRUCE 

My memory. 

LAURA 

How? 

BRUCE 
I don't know. 

She realizes something. 

LAURA 

Bruce, you're speaking English! 

BRUCE 
You understand me? 
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She nods then comes to another realization. 

LAURA 

I know this place. This is my 
campus. We're at U of T. 

Packs of students hauling backpacks leaden with books tread 
though the field heading from one class to the next. 

A jock in blue jeans and a sweater throws a football in 
perfect spiral through the air to his buddy fifty feet away 
who makes a running catch. 

Bruce and Laura walk through the field adsorbing the energy 
and excitement unique to a school campus in the fall. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Why are we here Bruce? 

BRUCE 

I got my first few masters degree 
here. I have fond memories of 
this place. 

LAURA 

First few? 

He smiles at her. The fall wind blows through her hair 
tossing it into a perfect mess. She's gorgeous. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
What did you study? 

BRUCE 

Everything. An eidetic memory and 
a insatiable appetite for knowledge 
are a dangerous combination. I 
spent every waking moment studying 
until someone came along who 
changed everything. 

LAURA 
Who was that? 

Bruce stops and points to a couple sitting on a blanket in 
the grass under a tree. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
That's impossible. 

The couple on the blanket are exact twins of Laura and Bruce. 
VISION-LAURA and VISION-BRUCE are surrounded with text books, 
pens and paper. 



Laura and Bruce walk towards them. 

Vision-Bruce is reading "Neuropsychiatry and Behavioral 
Neurology Explained: Diseases, Diagnosis, and Management by 
Alexander Joel Mitchell". Vision-Laura watches him with an 
affectionate expression. 

VISION-LAURA 
You don't have to study psychiatry 
just because I am you know. 

VISION-BRUCE 
I'm not. I'm just studying it 
'now' because of you. Then I'll 
study something different. 

He puts the book down and falls onto his back looking up at 
the white and blue Rorschach test in the sky. 

VISION-BRUCE (CONT'D) 
I want to speak every language and 
understand the math behind the 
theory of relativity and be able to 
diagnose the rarest diseases. 

Vision-Laura lays beside him so they are head-to-head looking 
up into the sky. 

VISION-LAURA 

Then what? 

VISION-BRUCE 
Then I'll have a nap while you cook 
my pancakes . 

She rolls onto her side and tackles him. Their play turns 
into a long and passionate kiss. 

Real Laura looks at real Bruce. 

LAURA 

This didn't happen Bruce. I don't 
understand how we're here and 
seeing this but this is not real. 

A white flash fills everything. 

FLASH CUT 



INT. CHURCH, WEDDING ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - DAY 

Laura looks around to find herself in the back of an old 
church. Bruce stands beside her. 



Stained glass windows arranged in artistic bible scenes let 
in multicolored light over row upon row of pews . A ten foot 
statue of JC hangs at the head of the church watching with 
sad thoughtful eyes over the assembled flock below him. 

A wedding is underway and from the back of the church Laura 
can only see backs of the bride and groom and guests . The 
priest is addressing the congregation. 

LAURA 
Where are we? 

Bruce gestures for her to follow him as he begins walking up 
the main isle. Laura grabs his hand as if to prevent him 
from disrupting the ceremony. 

BRUCE 

Its okay, we're like the ghosts of 
Christmas past here. This all 
already happened. 

LAURA 
(SOTTO) 
No, it didn't. 

Laura concedes and walks beside him. As they begin to pass 
seated guests recognition registers on Laura's face. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
That's my aunt Cathy and Uncle 
Richard. And that's my friend 
Denise. I know these people. 

Her eyes shoot forward to the bride and groom. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Bruce, whose wedding is this? 

Laura points to a mature couple in the front row. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Those are my parents. How do you 
even know what they look like? Did 
you see a picture? 

BRUCE 

Laura, I don't know 'how' this is 
but I know 'what' it is . I know 
what they look like because I was 
here. 

They reach the front of the church and come parallel with the 
bride and groom. 
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Vision-Laura looks stunning in a long white gown. Her eyes 
radiate with joy and intensity through the veil that covers 
her face. Vision-Bruce stands beside her in a classic 
tuxedo brimming with happiness. 

LAURA 

This is intense. And creepy. 
PRIEST 

And do you Laura White take this 
man to be your lawfully wedded 
husband. To hold from this day 
forward for better, for worse, for 
richer, for poorer, in sickness and 
in health until death do you part? 

Vision-Laura looks into Vision-Bruce ' s eyes. 

VISION-LAURA 

I do. 

Vision-Laura puts a matching ring on Bruce 's finger. 

PRIEST 

By the power vested in me I now 
pronounce you husband and wife. 
You may kiss the bride. 

The room erupts in cheers. Vision-Bruce leans forward and 
lifts Vision-Laura's veil. They kiss long and deep. 

A white flash fills everything. 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. ANTARCTICA, PYRAMID, HOLE IN EARTH (BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - 
DAY 

The Transantarctic landscape full of snow and ice lines the 
bleak horizon of Antarctica. The tip of what appears to be a 
stone pyramid jets out from the top of one of the smaller 
mountains . 

At the base of the mountain-pyramid is a helicopter, 
machinery and dozens of dome-shaped tents which are arranged 
around a massive sink-hole in the ground. Rope ladders run 
down the hole hundreds of feet to a large stone cavern 
underground. 

Artificial light in the mined out cavern reveal scientists 
and other workers who hustle about the unique archeological 
site. Vision-Laura and Vision-Bruce and half a dozen others 
huddle in an alcove at the far end of the cavern. 



Laura and Bruce walk towards them. 

LAURA 
Where are we? 

BRUCE 
Antarctica. 

The walls of the cavern are filled with drawings and symbols 
in an ancient language. One scene shows a group of stick 
men revering a round object in the sky. In another scene, a 
ball of fire appears to be striking the earth. Another 
carving depicts the path of the milky away along with another 
solar system that might be Sirius. 

LAURA 
What is all this? 

BRUCE 

This is where I realized that my 
PHd's in history, astronomy and the 
physics weren't worth the paper 
they were printed on. 

Laura and Bruce reach the group huddled in the alcove and 
peer between shoulders to see what Vision-Laura, Vision-Bruce 
and the rest of them are looking at. 

The group stare down at a large circular object about twice 
the size of a man-hole cover that's built into the earth like 
a vault door. Its made of a shiny metallic material and 
there is an imaged carved into it depicting a narrow tunnel 
running from the bottom of a planet (Earth) into large 
caverns inside the planet. In the caverns the carving shows 
trees, a sun and images of people and animals. 

Vision-Bruce is visibly enlivened. 

VISION-BRUCE 
This is going to change everything. 

Vision-Bruce doesn't look like he's aged a day but Vision- 
Laura appears twenty-years older. 

A polished man in his sixties, WARREN, puts a hand on Vision- 
Bruce 's shoulder. 

WARREN 

The smartest thing I ever did was 
hire you and now all your work is 
going to pay off. I'm going to 
personally make sure the world 
knows about this . 
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Warren smiles with all the charm of a wolf standing on 
grama's doormat. He looks across the faces in the crowd. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
A new day has come ! Now what do 
you say we open her up and see what 
Mother Earth has to show us? 

Enthusiastic agreement. Vision-Bruce reaches down and puts 
his hand into a hole on the side of the cover. Warren grabs 
the other side. 

VISION-BRUCE 
On three . One , two . . . 

A bright flash of light. 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. RAINFOREST, PERU ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Bruce and Laura stand in a clearing in a thick rainforest. 

A bonfire burns in the clearing and a group of grey haired 
men and painted natives dance in a circle around it to 
rhythmic drums . 

Vision-Laura stands nearby overseeing the ritual. She 
appears to be in her early fifties. Vision-Bruce stands by 
her watching her with affection. He hasn't aged a day. 

LAURA 

I know this place. This is in 
Peru. This is where my father 
took me. 

Laura walks up to her alter ego and leans in close, 
inspecting her older self. Bruce in tow behind her. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Its incredible. This feels so real 
its like I'm looking at myself in 
the future . 

She looks at vision-Bruce. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Except there's a glitch that proves 
its all just a fantasy. 



She turns her attention to Vision-Bruce. 



LAURA (CONT'D) 
You aren't aging. 

Vision-Bruce could be a twin to the real Bruce standing 
beside him. 

BRUCE 

My curse. That's the one mystery 
I could never solve. 

Laura's expression takes on a more serious tone. 

LAURA 

Look Bruce, I don't understand how 
we're all here and what's 
happening. But this is not real. 
You are imagining this . Maybe the 
ayahuasca is distorting reality. 

A distinguished looking man breaks from dancing and 
approaches vision-Laura. The man bears resemblance to an 
older, more distinguished Jimmy Fallon. 

DISTINGUISHED MAN 
I want to thank you again Laura for 
bringing me here. I'd be lost 
without you. 

VISION-LAURA 
It's my pleasure Mr. President, I'm 
glad I could help. 

FLASH CUT 



INT. AUDITORIUM ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - DAY 

Vision-Laura, in her sixties now, stands on stage in front of 
a packed house. A lit poster at the back of the room reads, 
"TED TALKS: Laura White, Mother of the Modern Mind". 

Laura and Bruce occupy two seats at the front of the 
auditorium. Vision-Laura is in the middle of a presentation. 

VISION-LAURA 
. . .my husband and I have spent the 
last 30 years circling the globe, 
researching and documenting the 
attributes and contributing factors 
of human consciousness. 

She clicks a clicker and 3D projected images on the wall 
behind her transition through a series of pictures. 
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In the pictures, they are with different groups of smiling 
locals from global urban populations ranging from London to 
Beirut, to the jungles of Columbia and the plateaus in Tibet. 

VISION-LAURA (CONT'D) 
We collected and analyzed data on 
food, local vegetation, history, 
air, religion, genetics, blood 
type, weight, DNA and a host of 
other attributes . 

The slide changes to science equipment, cells and DNA 
magnified through the lens of a microscope. 

VISION-LAURA (CONT'D) 
While we found many unique elements 
what was most unexpected was the 
commonality of the superstition. 
Every culture has had similar eye 
witness accounts, repeated 
throughout their history for 
hundreds, sometimes thousands of 
years . 

Pictures of monsters, ghosts and aliens flash up on the wall 
behind vision-Laura. 

VISION-LAURA (CONT'D) 
Bigfoot, Sasquatch or Yedi? Sea 
monsters, devils, demons, angels, 
aliens and ghosts. Records go 

back thousands of years throughout 
the world with the same eye witness 
accounts over and over. Could a 
mass delusion repeat with such 
consistency throughout the history 
of mankind? Or were these 
experiences real somehow whether 
conjured or pulled from an 
alternate reality? 

Vision-Bruce steps forward. 

VISION-BRUCE 
For the past twelve years I have 
been administered a MAO -I inhibitor 
along with a supplement to enhance 
the natural bodily creation of 
dimethyltrypt amine . I've also 
undergone extensive mental training 
to enable me to focus with 100% of 
my concentration and to clear my 
mind completely upon demand. 

(MORE) 
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VISION-BRUCE (CONT'D) 
The combination of mental training 
and chemical augmentation has had 
an astounding effect and may 
explain why humans have been 
witnessing the unexplainable since 
the beginning. Let me show you. 

Vision-Bruce turns to face center stage. He closes his eyes. 

VISION-LAURA 
What we've discovered is that 
'matter' as we know it is a result 
of static vibrations of specific 
ultra high and ultra low 
frequencies which are projected by 
consciousness. The human mind has 
the ability control some of these 
frequencies through the activation 
of the Pineal gland which lays 
dormant unless under specific 
onditions . 

In the center of the stage where vision-Bruce is focusing, 
air seems to distort like heat over pavement. From 
translucent to opaque to something else. A form begins to 
solidify. 

Suddenly a creature appears . It looks like a man who is 
twelve feet tall with non-human elongated limbs and hands . 
Where his face should be is a terrifying emptiness. It faces 
the crowd as if watching them with absent eyes. 

The crowd gasp. The creature reacts to the noise. 

The creature apparition takes a step toward the crowd. A 
woman SCREAMS. 

The creature startles and spreads its arms menacingly. Its 
arm span is over ten feet across. It hastens its approach 
toward the audience. Terror is visible on the faces in the 
crowd and Laura is no exception. 

With every step toward the audience it becomes more 
transparent and then it vanishes altogether. 

VISION-LAURA (CONT'D) 
Ladies and gentlemen, you just met 
the urban myth ' Slenderman ' . 

The audience relax but the energy of the room is electric. 
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VISION-LAURA (CONT'D) 
What you witnessed was real just as 
millions of your peers have seen 
strange things that could not be 
explained over the years . 

She holds her hand up and looks at it. Then gestures around 
the room. 

VISION-LAURA (CONT'D) 
Its not just monsters and myths. 
We are a collective who are 
literally creating the reality we 
live in everyday. Our 
consciousness, how we experience 
the world and matter itself, is a 
direct result of a shared paradigm 
and the vibrational energies that 
underline it. This isn't just 
spirituality but hard science 
itself. We need to look beyond 
our limited senses and there is a 
multi-verse of infinite 
possibilities and endless 
dimensions out there just waiting 
to be discovered. 

The TED Talks music fades in ending their presentation. 
Vision-Bruce and vision-Laura turn toward the crowd and bow. 
The audience go nuts and start a thunderous round of applause 
rising from their seats. 

FLASH CUT 



INT. LAURA'S BEDROOM ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - DAY 

A very old vision-Laura with white hair and wrinkled skin 
lies in bed covered in blankets. Vision-Bruce sits beside 
her in a chair looking as young as he did the day in the 
field. 

He's reading a text book entitled "Reversing the Aging 
Process through DNA Reverse Synchronisation Modification" and 
his wife watches him tenderly. 

Vision-Laura takes her husband's young hand in her old 
withered hand and he lowers the book to smile at her. 

VISION-LAURA 
You don't have to study that for me 
you know? 
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VISION-BRUCE 
I'm not. I'm just studying it 
'now' for you. Then I'll study 
something else. 



She smiles remembering this joke between them from so long 
ago . 



VISION-LAURA 
When do you think you will have 
learned everything there is to know 
my dear? 



Vision-Bruce looks at his watch. 



VISION-BRUCE 
Oh in about a million more years . 



Vision-Bruce grins with his mouth but his eyes tell a 
different story. 

Vision-Laura breaks into a coughing fit. Vision-Bruce holds 
his wife until the coughing fit passes then and gives her a 
glass of water. 



VISION-BRUCE (CONT'D) 
I'd give up a hundred million years 
for an extra day with you my love. 

VISION-LAURA 
How could we ever improve upon 
perfection? We've seen the world. 
We've climbed mountains. We've 
explored oceans and discovered lost 
treasures. And we've spent every 
day together. 



Tears blossom in Vision-Bruce ' s eyes and streak down his 
face. 



Real-Laura squeezes real-Bruce 's hand. She looks angry. 



LAURA 

I don't want to be here Bruce. 



FLASH CUT 



INT. TIBET MONASTERY ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - DAY 

Ancient oriental letters and pictures line the walls of the 
monastery high in the Tibetan mountains . 



Two dozen monks sit in a horseshoe with vision-Bruce in the 
center. He is wearing a red robe and his eyes look wiser but 
he appears the same otherwise. He sits in the lotus 
position, very still and in deep mediation. 

Laura and Bruce stand in the horse shoe watching. 

LAURA 
Where are we? 

BRUCE 

Tibet. I lived here for over five 
hundred years studying their ways . 

Laura waits for him to say he's joking. He doesn't. 

A very old, very wise looking monk sits at the head of the 
horse shoe watching vision-Bruce. He raises a hand and makes 
a gesture. 

Six monks quickly jump to their feet without a sound. They 
close in on Bruce who still sits silently with his eyes 
closed. 

LAURA 
What's happening? 

BRUCE 

Watch. 

One of the monks throws a forward punch at vision-Bruce ' s 
face. At the last minute Bruce 's hand shoots up and catches 
the fist in mid-punch. His eyes open and he looks at his 
opponent . 

Vision-Bruce pulls the monk forward while rising, flipping 
the man onto his back. 

Two other attacking monks begin a windmill series of kicks 
approaching vision-Bruce from opposing sides. Bruce drops 
and sweeps one of their legs then jumps and kicks the other 
in the side of the head. They both drop. 

Another monk charges vision-Bruce head on with a scream. 
Vision-Bruce steps aside at the last minute then close-lines 
the monk who does a full back flip before landing on his 
stomach. 

Bruce looks at the two monks left standing who circle him 
like sharks . One after another they throw punches and kicks 
and vision-Bruce blocks them all with perfect timing and 
motion. Duck, block, side-step, block, spin, duck, block, 
block, block. 



After thirty seconds of defense Bruce begins an offense. He 
starts with punches, one man then the other. They block and 
defend almost as well as he did. He then starts in a series 
of kicks. High kick, low lick, spinning back-kick. A few 
land but many are blocked. 

Then its as though vision-Bruce turns up the volume. Punches 
and kicks start flying so fast its as though they are all one 
continuous motion. They all land and the men are struck over 
and over again. 

The old monk rises and yells . 

OLD MONK 
(TIBETAN) 
Enough! 

All fighting stops suddenly. The wounded rise and hobble 
back into the horseshoe to find their place. 

Vision-Bruce faces the old monk squarely. A resolute 
expression on his face. 

The old monk steps down from his seat and walks towards 
vision-Bruce. He stops two steps away. The men look each 
other in the eye. Intensity fills the air. 

Suddenly the old monk drops to the ground on his knees in 
front of Bruce. 

OLD MONK (CONT'D) 
(TIBETAN) 
Very well done Master. 

The old monk pulls a black and gold spearhead from his robe 
and gives it to vision-Bruce. Vision-Bruce takes it with 
reverence and holds it out for the others to see. 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. BATTLE FIELD ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Two mother ships hover high in the air over a large 
futuristic city-island. Each ship is miles across and 
smooth like polished aluminum. Cannon's the size of motor 
homes fire down massive lasers into the city. Streaks of 

blue light strike targets beneath them which explode on 
impact. 

The city is a round island metropolis of towering metal 
pyramids, lush gardens and pointy glass skyscrapers. Smoke 
streams from a dozen fires into the sky creating large black 
clouds . 
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Thousands of small red lasers shoot up toward the ships but 
they hit an invisible wall and detonate without impact. 

Another volley of lasers exit one of the mother ship's above 
the city. They stream down into a skyscraper that rises up 
almost a mile into the sky. As the lasers strike explosions 
and fire burst from the building then it severs in half. The 
top slides off and crashing down to the ground below. 

In the center of the city-island is a perfectly round island 
within an island. At the center of inner-island a golden 
pyramid five times the size of Giza radiates like a beacon. 
It has a transparent dome over top of it which shutters under 
the blue lasers from the mother ships above. 



INT. YELLOW PYRAMID COMMAND CENTRAL ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Vision-Bruce stands on the elevated deck of a military 
command in the middle of the room. He plants his palms and 
stares into a 3D holographic image depicting the scene 
outside in perfect detail. Hundreds of personnel work the 
floor around him on cascading rows of semi-circle desks. The 
room is buzzing. 

Laura stands with Bruce on the other side of the round 
holographic table. 

LAURA 
What's this? 

BRUCE 

The last great battle of the planet 
Earth. 

The 3D holographic image shows a blue laser hitting the dome 
over the golden pyramid and an explosion shakes the building 
beneath their feet. 

A man with a shaved head and stars on his shoulders runs up 
to Vision-Bruce. He's of mixed ethnicity with features of 
Asian, Indian, Caucasian and African. 

GENERAL 
(MANDARIN) 
Sir, the museum of art and sciences 
is gone. 

VISION-BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Thank you General. Have all the 
citizens boarded the escape ships? 



GENERAL 
(MANDARIN) 
Everyone who complied to your 
command sir. 

VISION-BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Very good. 

Vision-Bruce points at the lead attacking ship on the 
holographic projection. The ship is surrounded by a light 
bubble that represents its shield. 

VI S ION-BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
(MANDARIN) 
I'm going to hit the front Moriah 
ship with everything we've got. 
We'll get through the torus shield 
here. 

Vision-Bruce gestures and the holographic image of the ship 
zooms in to occupy a space several feet wide before them. He 
twists his hand and the image twists revealing a small 
opening in the bottom of the shield. 

GENERAL 
(MANDARIN) 
If you focus our arsenal that will 
leave the city undefended sir. 
The second ship will decimate us. 

VISION-BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
No General. The lead ship will 
create a smoke screen. It'll buy 
us time to let the citizens escape. 
The city is nothing. The people 
are everything. 

GENERAL 
(MANDARIN) 
Of course sir. 

Vision-Bruce turns to look directly at his general. He puts 
a hand on the other man's shoulder. 

VISION-BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
General... Bob. I need you to make 
sure the ships leave as soon as the 
attack begins. Take our people 
away from here . You know the 
inhabitable worlds . 

(MORE) 
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VISION-BRUCE (CONT'D) 
I've given you the wisdom of 
thousands of years. Build a 
Utopia. 

The general tightens his jaw to constrain emotion. 

GENERAL 
(MANDARIN) 
You need to build that world sir. 
I'll stay back and lead the last 
battle. 

VISION-BRUCE 
(MANDARIN) 
Not this time. We each have our 
roles to play. Its been an honour 
my friend. 

Vision-Bruce reaches into a pocket inside his uniform. He 
pulls out the black and gold spearhead that was given to him 
by his Tibetan teachers long ago. He gives it a last look 
then hands it to his friend. 

The general takes it like the treasure it is and holds it in 
a fist against his heart. 

GENERAL 
(MANDARIN) 
The honour is all mine sir. 

The General steps back. He salutes Vision-Bruce, turns and 
walks towards an exit. 

GENERAL (CONT'D) 
(MANDARIN) 
Its time ! On me ! 

The various soldiers, analysts and civilians turn from their 
stations and jog to follow the general from the room. In 
under a minute Vision-Bruce is alone (with Laura and Bruce) 
on the command deck. 

LAURA 

I don't understand what's 
happening? 

BRUCE 

The end. 

Vision-Bruce closes his eyes and appears to meditate for a 
moment. BOOMS and explosions shake the ground beneath his 
feet. 
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When he opens his eyes a look of determination manifests on 
his face. 

Vision-Bruce touches the panel under the holographic map. 
The scene widens to show the entire city with the ships above 
it still raining down their assault. 

He touches a button and openings appear in the metal pyramid 
structures. Thousands of little ships dart out from the 
openings and fly upward toward the lead mother ship. 

Ground cannon's shift aim and fire streams of red lasers on 
the evil above. 



EXT. BATTLE FIELD ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Tens of thousands of tiny ships rise up towards the first 
mother ship above. Close-up they look like black isosceles 
triangles shooting small beams of red energy from their tip. 

The first mother ship diverts its cannons towards the 
oncoming assault. It fires its blue lasers and all tiny 
ships in their path disintegrate immediately. 

As the tiny ships arrive at their target they begin a massive 
assault focusing their fire on the small opening at the 
bottom of the shield. Lasers strike the surface of the ship 
lighting it up with thousands of small explosions. 

Ships that penetrate the shield fly along the surface of the 
mother ship creating a small path of destruction in their 
wake. 

Red lasers from the ground also find their target shooting 
hundreds of beams of light into its under carriage. 

The massive ship lurches and shifts off balance. 

On the city surface a second wave of aircraft begin to lift 
off from the ground. Hundreds of larger vessels of 
different shapes and sizes head up and away in the opposite 
direction from the battle. 

Unchallenged, the second mother ship shifts forward past its 
ailing twin. It focuses its attention on the escaping life- 
ships . 

It fires a huge volley of round red balls of light toward the 
fleeing aircraft. The barrage strikes and the smaller ships 
explode on impact. 
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INT. COMMAND CENTRAL ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Vision-Bruce leans into his holographic map. He watches as 
pieces of the fleeing escape-crafts fall from the sky onto 
the ground. The majority of the escape crafts are intact 
and still race up toward the sky away from the battle. 

Vision-Bruce looks at the second mother ship as it prepares a 
second volley. 

VISION-BRUCE 
No you don't! 

He swipes at the touchscreen and suddenly the whole command 
deck begins to shake. 



EXT. BATTLE FIELD ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

The battle rages. The city is on fire. The horizon of 
metal pyramids and multicolored skyscrapers is broken. 

The first mother ship shoots its massive lasers at the small 
vessels surrounding it taking out hundreds at a time but the 
vessels keep attacking. 

The large golden pyramid at the city center is the only thing 
untouched. It appears to brighten, almost radiate blinding 
light from all sides, then suddenly it lifts off the ground. 

The pyramid ship rises into the air like a sun and positions 
itself between the second ship and the fleet of escape 
vessels. The volley from the attacking mother ship strikes 
the pyramid ship causing huge explosions on its surface. 

The fleet of escaping ships reach the atmosphere unharmed and 
one-by-one jump into hyperdrive streaking away into the 
obscurity of the universe. 



INT. COMMAND CENTRAL, PYRAMID SHIP ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Vision-Bruce gestures on the touch screen and the holographic 
map becomes a first person view of the battle scene outside. 

BOOMS and shakes and rattle everywhere. 

He smiles as he watches the ships of his people disappear off 
the map into safety. 

Real-Laura moves closer to real-Bruce and holds onto him for 
comfort . 
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Vision-Bruce gestures on the controls and the ship lurches 
forward. The second mother ship gets larger and larger on 
screen - a collision course. 

VISION-BRUCE 
I'm coming to you Laura. 



EXT. BATTLE FIELD ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

The battle between the first attacking mother ship and the 
city drones continues. The large ship is ablaze with fire 
and it lurches sideways slowly descending to the ground. 

Very few of the drones remain but those that do continue to 
attack. 

The first mother ship crashes into the city and explodes . A 
blinding wave of light races out from the impact points to 
fill the sky. 

The sky clears. 

The golden pyramid ship streaks across the sky toward the 
even larger second mother ship. The mother ship shoots 
endless beams into oncoming vessel. 

Like two angry Goliaths they approach each other on a 
terminal collision course. 



INT. COMMAND CENTRAL, PYRAMID SHIP ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - NIGHT 

Vision-Bruce grasps the corners of the holographic table as 
the screen is consumed by the mother ship. 

Laura screams as the collision is imminent and unavoidable. 

VISION-BRUCE 
Please be the end. 

The pyramid ship strikes the mother ship and fire covers the 
screen. Explosions fill the command deck. 

FLASH CUT 



INT. TORTURE CHAMBER ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - UNKNOWN 

Its dark. Underground somewhere. Metal bars and cells. 
Stone. Filth. 
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Vision-Bruce is shackled with his arms behind his back. He's 
dragged by two medieval looking guards wearing an emblem of 
the Ouroboros on their chest. They take him down a long 
dark corridor. 

Vision-Bruce looks dirty and broken. He's dropped at the 
feet of a fat man, EGAN, wearing lots of gold. 

EGAN 

No, no, no. This can't be right. 
This poor excuse for a human being 
cannot be him? 

Vision-Bruce doesn't make eye contact. He stares at the 
ground. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
My great grandfather told me 
stories passed down by his great 
grand father. Stories of a man who 
couldn't die. 

Real-Laura and Real-Bruce watch in horror. Egan looks at one 
of the guards . 

EGAN (CONT'D) 

Show me. 

The guard pulls a long sword from a sheath. He turns to 
vision-Bruce and thrusts the sword deep into his belly. 

Laura gasps. 

The guard pulls it out. As it leaves the wound disappears 
immediately as if never there. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
Incredible. Cut him. 

The guard slices a long cut down vision-Bruce ' s chest. As 
the skin and tissue separates with the blade it immediately 
heals in its wake. Egan watches in awe. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
Perhaps I should have my doctors 
study you? Cut you open over and 
over. Find this secret of eternal 
life you harbour. What do you 
think, is this what I should do? 

Laura buries her face in Bruce 's chest. 

LAURA 

I want to leave Bruce. 
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Vision-Bruce looks up and glares at Egan. Determined eyes 
stare out through the filth. 

Egan puts his head back and bellows a huge laugh. 

EGAN 

How many times have you been here? 
What is a day? A year? Ten 
thousand years? Time is on your 
side isn't it? 

Egan walks around vision-Bruce in a circle. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
How do you get rid of the man who 
cannot die? 

Egan walks to a hole in the corner of the chamber. He peers 
down. He gestures to the guards who drag vision-Bruce to its 
edge. The hole appears bottomless. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
Is it true you people used to pump 
aqua from these holes instead of 
just making it? 

Vision-Bruce doesn't respond. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
I wish I could keep you. You 
would have been the treasure of my 
family museum. 

Egan nods at the guards and they push vision-Bruce. He falls 
forward into the hole and plummets into darkness. After 
several long seconds of silence there is a loud THUD. 

Egan looks down into the darkness. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
There is a fable about an immortal 
man who once sat for two hundred 
years in meditation. 

Egan gestures to another man in front of a machine. The man 
lifts a large hose over the hole and pushes a button on the 
machine. White cement looking liquid begins pouring out and 
into the hole. 

EGAN (CONT'D) 
Lets see if a hundred thousand 
years of meditation is possible. 
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Bruce lays on his side in the dark. The cement lands on him 
and immediately begins to cover his body. 

Laura pulls on Bruce 's hand, she's upset. 

LAURA 

Enough Bruce, its time to go back. 

The cement continues to rain down. Bruce face is getting 
covered. Only his eyes stare out. Darkness. 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. EARTH ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - DAY 

Large Earth shaking explosions. A BOOM then blinding red 
light. 

Vision-Bruce lays in a ball, naked, on the side of a hill. 
He opens his eyes, squinting. He looks at his wrists and 
sees the shackles he was bound in. They are rusted, 
fossilized. He pulls on them and they disintegrate and fall 
to the ground in pieces . 

Real-Bruce and Laura stand on a huge rock and watch Bruce 
rise and look around. 

The sky is red. The sun that fills it is a hundred times 
larger than it should be. Rivers of lava flow and run 

everywhere. There is no vegetation or sign that life ever 
existed around them. 

Hundreds of red meteors streak across sky. As they land 
there are huge explosions each the size of a nuclear bomb. 
Suddenly the sun seems to expand. A wave of fire rushes 
toward them like an astrological tsunami. 

Laura buries her face in Bruce 's chest. 

LAURA 
I want to go home! 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. SPACE ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - UNKNOWN 

Cold, dark space. Stars twinkle. A large orange planet 
hangs in the distance. 

Vision-Bruce floats naked in a ball. Thick ice cover his 
body but his eyes are open and moving. 
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Laura and Bruce float near him. Laura screams but nothing 
comes out . 

FLASH CUT 



INT. SPACESHIP ( BRUCE 'S ODYSSEY) - UNKNOWN 

Vision-Bruce opens his eyes. He's lying on a flat cot in a 
futuristic hospital. A plastic sheet covers him. 

A being stands over him with long flowing hair and a 
humanlike face but with larger blue eyes . Humanoid but not 
human . 

Laura and Bruce stand off to the side. 

VISION-BRUCE 
Where am I? 

The being puts long slender finger on vision-Bruce ' s forehead 
but doesn't speak. 

ALIEN 
(TELEPATHY) 
You are safe. 

Laura looks at Bruce. 

LAURA 

I can hear it in my head. 

VISION-BRUCE 
What are you? 

The alien turns to a another alien and something passes 
between them. The first alien turns back to vision-Bruce and 
holds the black and gold spearhead out. 

Vision-Bruce sees it and starts to laugh then cry. 



INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Rand and Mary stand anxiously over Bruce who lays still on 
the couch tightly grasping Laura's hand. Both of them appear 
as though they are in a trance. 

RAND 

How long has it been? 
Mary looks at a watch on her wrist. 
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MARY 

Twenty minutes . 
Rand paces. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
What should we do? 

Rand stops. 

RAND 

Call 911. 

As Mary digs through a bag for a phone Laura takes a huge 
GASP. Her eyes shoot open and tries to quickly stand. 
Bruce still grips her tightly so she falls back down beside 
him. 

She shakes his hand off. 

LAURA 

Let me go! 

Bruce ' s eyes open and find her. She glares at him. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
I said let me go! 

He releases her hand and she gets up and runs into the 
bathroom, slamming the door behind her. 

Bruce sits up and finds Rand staring at him. 

BRUCE 
What happened? 

Mary and Rand look at each other. 

RAND 

That was English! 

MARY 

You speak English now? 
Bruce stands. 

BRUCE 

Yeah, I guess. What happened? 
RAND 

You grabbed Laura's wrist then she 
turned catatonic and you both sat 
there for twenty minutes . 
(MORE) 
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RAND ( CONT ' D ) 
Every once in a while Laura would 
make small whimpering sounds. 
Scared the crap out of us . 

The bathroom door opens and Laura marches out. 

LAURA 

Get out! I want all of you out 
right now. 

Laura strides to her front door, opens it and points to the 
staircase beyond. 

BRUCE 

Laura, I didn't mean to... 
LAURA 

Just get out Bruce. I can't handle 
this right now. I'm sorry I 
couldn't help you. 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Rand sits in his uncomfortable chair. His eyes are closed 
and faces the spotlight. 

RAND 

If I stare at the light with my 
eyes closed its like I'm at the 
beach. 

Agent Smith groans . 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

If you weren't in this "spirit 
dream" how do you know what 
happened? 

RAND 

That's how it was explained to me. 
AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

I see. Is this fairy-tale 
supposed to explain all the 
cockamamie crap you've been spewing 
about Bruce? 

RAND 

First of all, 'cockamamie'? 
Second of all, yes. 
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AGENT SMITH 

(O.C.) 

Why are you wasting your time? Not 
'my' time, 'your' time. I can get 
up and leave. I can go home. Eat. 
Take a bath. Have a nap and come 
back refreshed to make you start at 
the beginning again. You have to 
be there tied to a chair with a 
spotlight in your face. Do you 
understand what I'm telling you? 



RAND 

You take baths? 



Agent Smith's chair screeches across pavement as if pushed 
violently. A low growl escapes his mouth. Footsteps. 

The door opens briefly and dim light shines in. 

Rand uses the opportunity to quickly search around again. 
Past the metal chair and chart. A box of bandages. 
Scissors. He focuses on the scissors. The door closes 
returning the room to darkness. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Agent Smith? 

Nothing . 

Bruce hops. The chair jumps, shifts a couple inches over 
towards where the scissors, lands. He hops again and lands 
half into the darkness. He continues. 

CLICK, scrape, CLICK, scrape, CLICK, scrape, CLICK, scrape. 
The sound of fumbling, a crack. 



RAND (CONT'D) 

(O.C.) 
Ouch. 



CLICK, scrape, CLICK, scrape, CLICK, scrape. 

Rand hops back into view until the chair is where it was 
before, centered under the spot light. Sweat lines Rand's 
forehead and he breathes heavy. 

The door opens. Footsteps. A chair being adjusted. 



AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

Why are you so sweaty? 



RAND 

The way you ran out of here I 
thought you were calling Dr. 
Knuckles again. Look, I put on a 
tough front but I just want this to 
be over. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

Then you need to stop the lying. 
RAND 

If you throw out everything I've 
told you how do you explain the 
subway incident? That was all 
over social media, I'm sure you 
studied the footage. 



INT/EXT. COLLEGE SUBWAY STATION - AFTERNOON 

Bruce and Rand stand shoulder to shoulder on the edge of the 
subway platform. Tan tiles spell 'College' every sixty feet. 
Large advertisements of beautiful people enjoying various 
products are posted on the wall between every pillar. 

Rand holds a new BlackBerry up enthusiastically. 

RAND 

The IT guys restored everything. 
And the best part, the China deal 
is still on. They interpreted my 
disappearing act as some form of a 
hard line negotiation tactic. 

Bruce 's hand is a blur. He swipes the phone from Rand and 
chucks it onto the tracks in one fluid motion. The 
smartphone hits a meter below them and explodes into a dozen 
pieces . 

Rand looks down at it with a pained expression. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

Why? 

BRUCE 

That's not you. 

The thunder of the approaching southbound train shakes the 
station. 
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RAND 

No, its a BlackBerry. But it's 
how I link to the company I built 
with these two hands. You've got 
your memory back and if you really 
are a million years old you don't 
need my help anymore. I need to do 
something. Working makes me happy. 

BRUCE 
No it doesn't. 

RAND 
Yes it does. 

BRUCE 

No it doesn't. It makes you 
miserable. Busy isn't happy. 

Rand begins to argue then pauses. 

RAND 

Okay, maybe you're right. But look 
around, you think its any different 
for these people? 

The subway platform is packed. The blank faces of the absent 
masses surround them. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
That's life Bruce. 

The train comes roaring past them bringing with it a huge 
gust of air that kicks up papers and makes the waiting crowd 
sway on their feet like weeds in the wind. 

Bruce shouts over the noise. 

BRUCE 

Then change it. 

The train doors open and exiting passengers shuffle past. 

Rand and Bruce funnel into the subway car with the rest of 
the sardines when there's a chorus of gut wrenching SCREAMS 
behind them. 

They reverse course back onto the platform and push upstream 
through the crowd. They follow the commotion to the 
northbound platform. 

The tracks of the northbound platform are littered with 
injured people. 
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A twelve foot piece of the concrete platform has broken 
underfoot tossing all the waiting passengers onto the tracks. 

A few recover their wits and scramble back up in a haze, 
jumping up to the platform to safety. Others appear injured 
or unconscious. Many are young children or elderly. 

Another thunderous RUMBLE shakes the station as the 
northbound train approaches . 

Bruce grabs Rand's shirt and stares into his eyes. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 

Help them! 

Rand doesn't hesitate. He jumps down onto the tracks and 
races towards the injured people. He comes first to a young 
boy who is 5 years old and crying violently. 

RAND 

You're going to be all right. 

Rand gently takes the boy under the arms , steps over pieces 
of rubble and lifts him up high onto the platform. A black 
man with dreads takes the boy and hands him through the crowd 
to awaiting hands . 

Rand moves to the next child. 

Behind him, Bruce hops onto the tracks and walks the other 
way - toward the oncoming train. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Bruce! What are you doing? Help 
me ! 

Bruce ignores him. He turns his back to the terror and 
looks down the tracks. He drops to one knee, facing the 
approaching train. He spreads his hands in front of him 
like a sprinter on the running block. He lowers his head and 
closes his eyes. 

A construction worker sees him and calls out. 

CONSTRUCTION WORKER 
The train's coming, get the hell 
out of there buddy! 

Dozens of commuters standing on the platform above hold cell 
phones out capturing the horror on video as it unfolds . 

Rand moves as quickly as he can but there are too many and he 
can't get to them all. 
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The lights of train appear first in the darkness. Then 
it's silver body RUSHES into view bearing down on them. The 
ground THUNDERS beneath their feet. 

Bruce opens his eyes and stares at the steel train ahead. 
SCREAMS . Panic . 



EXT. RAND'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

News vans are parked bumper to bumper up and down Rand's 
street. A crowd gather on the sidewalk and street 
surrounding his house. 

A police cruiser sits in the driveway. Cops on radios 
perform crowd control. 

Its electric. 



INT. RAND'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Rand's house is bustling with activity as everyone works 
simultaneously. Rand holds a phone to his ear and paces in 
tight circles. 

RAND 

No he doesn't want money. He just 
wants the live show. 

On the other side of the room Mary leans against a table 
holding her cell phone to her ear. 

MARY 

Yes I was his translator. 
She listens to something. 

MARY (CONT'D) 

English 
She listens again. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
Yes, but he didn't last week. 

Three young internes, girl-boy-girl, sit shoulder to shoulder 
on the couch typing feverishly on identical Macbooks . 

The first girl, AMY, looks up. 
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AMY 

This is sick. Twelve million 
twitter followers and rising. 

Rand hangs up the phone and calls over to her. 

RAND 

Tell them Bruce and I will be live 
on ' The Q ' in the morning so they 
need to tune in. 

AMY 

On it. 

The man beside her, ADAM, grins with zeal in his eyes. 

ADAM 

We just hit number one on Youtube. 
Sixteen million views ! Video re- 
edits are posting quicker than I 
can link them. You should see 

the music video done to Queen's 
Flash. Its f racking spectacular! 

The girl beside Adam, MEL, pulls headphones out of her ears. 
She's wearing black framed glasses and looks the nerdiest of 
them all. 

MEL 

We're trending off the charts on 
Facebook and Reddit. 

She looks towards Mary. 

MEL (CONT'D) 
Reddit mods are PMing me asking if 
Bruce and Rand want to do an AMA? 

Mary covers the phone. 

MARY 

Speak English! 

MEL 

Ask Me Anything. 

MARY 

There's nothing I want to know. 

Mel shakes her head then puts her headphones back in. 

Bruce ' s focus is locked onto what he's doing on the iPad. 
He's typing ones and zeros feverishly into a text editor. 
The screen is covered with pages and pages of them. 



Rand walks up and peers at the screen. 

RAND 

Girl in a red dress? 

BRUCE 
Its an email-bot. 

RAND 

Uh, okay. That sounds dangerous. 
Why? 

Bruce looks up. 

BRUCE 

I promised you we'd get payback for 
Doug. 

RAND 

I'm listening. 

BRUCE 

At 7:41am tomorrow morning... 

There's a KNOCK on the front door then it opens and a 
uniformed police officer sticks his head in and finds Bruce. 

POLICE OFFICER 
There's a Laura White here, says 
she knows you. 

Bruce stands. 

BRUCE 
Let her in. 

The police officer opens the door and lets Laura in. She 
spots Bruce and starts toward him. The officer returns 
outside and closes the door behind him. 

Bruce moves to meet her. They find a corner. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 

Hey. 

She smiles and holds her palms out for Bruce to take them. 
He does. At the last minute she slides a small knife out 
from her sleeve. 

Amy sees it first and SCREAMS. 

Laura swipes the knife quickly across the top of Bruce 's 
right hand. It slices a long gash through his skin. Blood 
pours out onto the carpet. 
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Amy SCREAMS again. 

The front door bursts open and the cop rushes in looking 
around. He spots Laura and Bruce ' s bloody hand. He sees the 
knife next and runs to grab her. 

She drops the knife as he subdues her. The cop holds her 
arms behind her back while he reaches onto his belt for 
cuffs . 

Bruce lifts his hand up and watches the blood drip down onto 
the floor. No healing. Its a real cut. 

He shifts his focus and finds Laura inspecting the wound. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
Its okay, let her go. 

POLICE OFFICER 
What? Are you crazy, she almost 
cut your hand off. 

BRUCE 

It's a misunderstanding. 

POLICE OFFICER 
Some misunderstanding. 

Mary appears with a wet cloth which she wraps around the cut. 
The cop releases his hold cautiously from Laura. 

POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D) 
I'm letting you go. Don't do 
anything crazy. 

Laura looks at the blood soaked bandage. 

LAURA 
I had to be sure. 

BRUCE 

I know. 

The officer shakes his head, POed and confused, and walks 
reluctantly back outside. Laura takes Bruce 's hand. She 
lifts the cloth and looks at the cut. 

LAURA 
Does it hurt? 

BRUCE 

Yeah. 

She covers the wound again with the cloth. 
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LAURA 

Tell me it wasn't real. 

The interims look on in amazement - not used to drama they 
can't see on retina screens. 

AMY 

Can I tweet this? 

RAND 

No! 

Rand joins Laura and Bruce. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I hate to do this but this isn't 
the best time for a Hallmark 
moment. If your Fatal Attraction 
thing is over we really need to get 
back to work. Laura feel free to 
grab a phone or laptop and help 
out. 

Mary holds a phone up. 

MARY 

Peter Pope for the a hundredth 
times . He wants you to come to 
his lab. 

Rand makes the 'not now' gesture. Bruce leans into Laura. 

BRUCE 
We talk later? 

LAURA 

Yeah 

BRUCE 
Thanks for coming. 



INT. Q WITH GUEST HOST WAB KINEW, STUDIO (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 

Wab Kinew is in his early thirties with a black t-shirt and 
short black hair. He has a calm collectiveness about him. 

Bruce and Rand are seated beside him behind a black broadcast 
table. Large microphones are aimed at each man. Off 
stage camera's are shooting the interview with a producer in 
a headset coordinating. 



PRODUCER 

(O.C.) 

Back on the air in forty seconds! 
Wab looks between his guests . 

WAB 

Thanks for coming guys. I saw the 
video, really impressive stuff. 

RAND 

Thanks Wab. How are things around 
here after the whole Ghomeshi 
thing. 

WAB 

Yeah, we don't talk about that. 
BRUCE 

This is going across Canada? 
WAB 

Yeah and through affiliates we hit 
most US cities. 

PRODUCER 

(O.C. ) 
Twenty seconds! 

Bruce looks on the wall in the corner at a large red clock 
that reads 7:29am. 

WAB 

So look guys just be yourselves. 
Speak at regular conversation 
level. Lets have some fun. 

PRODUCER 

(O.C. ) 

Ten seconds! 

WAB 

You ready? 

RAND BRUCE 
Yes . Yeah 

PRODUCER 

(O.C. ) 
In 5, 4, 3, 2 

A light hanging from the ceiling above the table turns red 
with the words LIVE on it. Wab leans into a large microphone 
in front of him. 
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WAB 

In today's world of camera's in 
every hand there are no shortages 
viral videos of fails, wrecks and 
saves. This cultural phenomenon 
is arguably the defining 
characteristic of the social media 
generation. But every once in a 
while one comes along that just 
makes you stop and ask yourself, 
"What did I just watch?". By now 
I'm sure most of you know which one 
I'm talking about and if you 
haven't seen it, I've linked to it 
from our site at 'cbc.ca/q'. I've 
got Rand Trent and 'Bruce' in the Q 
studio this morning. 

( BEAT ) 
Good morning guys . 

RAND BRUCE 
Good morning Morning. 

WAB 

Rand, walk us through what 
happened. 



INT. Q WITH WAB KINEW, GREEN ROOM (Q MEDLEY)- MORNING 

Mary and Laura sit on an L-shaped couch in the green room. 
They stare up at a large TV with a feed of Rand speaking from 
the studio. 



RAND 

(TV) 

We were grabbing a southbound train 
to head to a Jay's game when we 
heard a large crash then gut- 
wrenching screams . We ran over 
to the northbound platform to see 
bodies all over the tracks. 

WAB 

(TV)) 

A section of the platform 
collapsed, is that right? 



INT. Q WITH WAB KINEW, STUDIO (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 
Back in the studio, Rand nods. 
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RAND 
That's right. 

WAB 

What happened next? 
RAND 

We heard the train coming. People 
freaked out. Then he grabs me 
and yells 'SAVE THEM' which snapped 
me out of it. So I jumped down and 
starting picking people up as 
quickly as I could. 

WAB 

I can imagine the courage it must 
have taken. What were you 
thinking as you were down there? 

Rand gestures at Bruce. 

RAND 

I was thinking, why did 'he' tell 
'me' to do it and why wasn't he 
helping. 

Wab laughs . 



INT /EXT. COMMUTER, DVP (Q MEDLEY)- MORNING 

Cars are bumper to bumper slugging their way through early 
morning Don Valley Parkway rush hour. 

A woman in a grey Toyota Sienna looks at her radio which 
displays 99.1 FM. She reaches down and turns up the volume. 

WAB 

(O.C. ) 

So the train's coming. You're 
still on the tracks . At some point 
you must have realized that there 
were too many people to save and 
not enough time. Were you scared? 

The woman is listening intently. 

RAND 

(O.C. ) 

Honestly, no. I assumed I was 
dead. I felt a calmness I can't 
really explain. 
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WAB 

(O.C.) 

I've heard that before. I think 
its a common phenomenon. 



INT. BORDED UP HOUSE (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 

The tattooed thug Rand and Bruce faced outside the Buskers 
Festival is streaming CBC off of a cell phone while he eats 
Cherios out of a bowl. Wall to wall graffiti and borded up 
windows suggest he's held up in an abandoned house. 

Behind him Mohawk and LeRoy Brown are blaring music while 
banging on a box with their hands. Tattoo growls at them. 

TATTOO 

Shut that off I'm listening to 
something! 

They quickly do as he asked. Tattoo turns his attention 
back to the radio program. 

WAB 

(O.C.) 

Bruce, the train comes into site. 
Its barreling toward you. 

Tattoo picks up his phone and scrolls through a list of web 
hyperlinks listed off the CBC site. He clicks on one that is 
labelled, "The Blue Flame". 

WAB ( CONT ' D ) 

(O.C.) 

You can try to jump up to safety 
but instead you turn and face the 
train. You get down on one knee, 
then do something I still don't 
understand. Explain what 
happened. 

Tattoo's phone returns a YouTube.com URL and begins playing a 
video. The video is from a smart phone being shot from the 
platform near Bruce. Tattoo makes it full screen. 

In the video Bruce is on the subway tracks with the train 
coming into view. Bruce takes his hand and grabs the third 
(electric charged) rail. 

Blue sparks shoot up in the air. His body is engulfed in a 
blue flame like a human tesla coil. 
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BRUCE 

(O.C.) 

This is going to sound crazy. 
WAB 

(O.C. ) 

It can't sound crazier than it 
looked. 

(Video clip) The lights flicker overhead in the station. 
Bruce holds a blue palm out to the train. An ear piecing 
screech comes from the trains brakes . The train shudders . 
Sparks fly up from beneath it. 

Its closer, 30 feet. 

Slowing. 20 Feet. 

10 feet, 5... its comes to a complete stop resting up against 
Bruce ' s outreached hand. 

Bruce releases the rail and the blue glow seems to fade away 
from him. 

BRUCE 

(O.C. ) 

I could write out a mathematical 
equation that explains it but the 
simplest answer is that I willed 
the train to stop. 

The thug looks up from the video visibly impressed. 



INT. Q WITH WAB KINEW, STUDIO (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 
Wab appears unsure. 

WAB 

Will as in willpower? 

Wab looks off camera to a producer and gives him a signal 
that says 'stay alert'. 

BRUCE 

Sort of. I used the rail to 
conduct a signal and create a 
resistance. Its all about energy 
transfer. 

Bruce points at the red "LIVE" light that protrudes from the 
ceiling above their heads. 
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BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
Perhaps a demonstration would be 
easier. See that light up there? 

WAB 
(CAUTIOUSLY) 

Yes. 

Bruce reaches out and touches the table microphone. He lays 
his other hand flat on the table and closes his eyes. 

WAB (CONT'D) 
For those listening, Bruce has 
closed his eyes and looks to be 
meditating. 

The LIVE light overhead is a vivid green with the word "Live" 
in red. The brightness slowly fades until it is 

completely black. Bruce opens his eyes and points up at the 
dark light. 

BRUCE 

Will. And now. 

He repositions his hand. He closes his eyes. 

The "LIVE" light fades back on until the red and green parts 
are very bright. 

Wab leans forward into the microphone. Excitement replacing 
concern. 

WAB 

For those listening, Bruce just 
touched the desk with his hand and 
one of our studio lights turned off 
then back on. I'm not sure how 
you did that but I'm impressed. 
Magic? 

BRUCE 

A few hundred years ago turning 
that light on with a switch would 
seem like magic. Think of this 
the same way. Its quantum physics 
and an understanding about how the 
earth's magnetic field works. All 
things are connected, literally, 
and there is a common language that 
every piece of matter or anti- 
matter understands . Speak the 
language and you can will it to 
respond. 
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WAB 

Okay, I'm impressed. 
RAND 

With Bruce I find its best to 
expect anything. He's an enigma. 

WAB 

How long have you two known each 
other? 

Rand looks to Bruce who nods consent. 



INT /EXT. COMMUTER, DVP (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 

The woman in the grey Toyota Sienna stares at the radio, 
completely enveloped in the radio program. Her clock reads 
7 : 39am. 

RAND 

(O.C. ) 
Its an odd story. 

WAB 

(O.C.) 

I'm starting to get everything is 
odd with you two. 

RAND 

(O.C.) 

That's truer than you know. 

Seven months ago I almost ran Bruce 

over with my car. 

A HONK comes from a car behind her. She realizes that she 
was so focused on the radio she hasn't been moving with 
traffic . 



INT. BORDED UP HOUSE (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 

Tattoo holds the spoon under the milk in his cereal bowl 
watching a different YouTube video of the subway incident 
while listening to the streaming audio. 

BRUCE 

(O.C. ) 

I was homeless, mute and more or 
less catatonic at the time. Bruce 
took me in and helped me get myself 
back together. 
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WAB 

Really? Mute and catatonic? 
This sounds like a tale but after 
what I've seen I think I'd believe 
anything. This story gets more 
and more bizarre. Is there 
anything else we should know? 

Behind Tattoo, Leroy Brown and Nine-Iron have been pulled 
into the fold and are watching the video over his shoulder. 

BRUCE 
In fact there is. 

A notification pops-up on the top banner of the smartphone 
they are watching the video on from "Anonymous". The subject 
is, "Free power". 



INT. Q WITH WAB KINEW, STUDIO (Q MEDLEY) - MORNING 
Bruce looks up at the clock. 7:41am. 

BRUCE 

You will be receiving an email any 
second. All the people in the 
studio will get it along with all 
your listeners. Actually it was 
sent to everyone. 

WAB 

Everyone in Canada? 

BRUCE 

Everyone in the world. 

Wab's producer holds a smartphone up off camera and nods in 
the affirmative to Wab. 

WAB 
What about? 

BRUCE 

We'd like to tell you about 
something our late friend Doug 
Gibbons was working on. 



EXT. POLICE STATION, JAIL CELL - DAY 

A long hallway with a dozen barred cells on either side. 
Bruce and Rand sit on matching cots in the last cell on the 
right. They appear to have the wing to themselves. 
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RAND 

I can't believe you didn't warn me. 
Now they think I'm a terrorist. 

BRUCE 

I tried. And you can't be a 
terrorist for sending an email. 

RAND 

You can for hacking the NSA. And 
for open-sourcing military secrets. 

BRUCE 

We didn't hack the NSA. We used 
the back-door they built into stuff 
they shouldn't have. Something I'm 
sure they won't want to explain. 
And energy is a natural phenomenon 
not a military secret. They'll 
sweep this under the carpet, trust 
me . 

A large metal door opens with a loud SQUEAK. 

A woman and two men enter the cell chamber closing the door 
behind them. They stride down the long hall towards Rand and 
Bruce . 

The men each wear black suits over black shirts and have 
short neat haircuts . The woman is in a knee length white 
skirt, matching white heels and a white blouse. She appears 
in her late thirties and is very pretty. 

The woman stops in front of Rand and Bruce ' s cell. The men 
in black stand on either side of her. 

The woman, AGENT JONES, grabs a metal chair that's leaning 
against a wall. She unfolds it and sits right outside the 
bars. The men in black stand behind her with zero expression 
on their face. 

AGENT JONES 
I'm Agent Jones. You guys getting 
everything you need? 

Rand points at a television mounted on a bracket outside the 
cell. The screen is filled with static. 

RAND 

We can't get HBO. Can you have a 
word with the hotel manager for us? 

The agent turns to look at the television then turns back 
with a too-big smile. 



108. 



AGENT JONES 
I'm sorry about that. It would 
seem that the internet, which feeds 
most TV's these days, is 'off 
right now. You guys have any idea 
how that could have happened? 

RAND 

Someone didn't pay their bill? 

Agent Jones's smile seems to widen. Its creepy. 

AGENT JONES 
So you're the funny one. What 
does that make you? 

Her eyes focus on Bruce. 

BRUCE 

I'm the one that knows we'll be 
walking out of here in less than an 
hour. 

AGENT JONES 
Oh? Well let me see. 

She reaches into a pocket inside her coat and pulls out a 
pair of red plastic glasses which she puts on. She takes her 
time. From another pocket she pulls out a piece of paper 
which she casually unfolds then reads. 

AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
Espionage. Sabotage. Terrorism. 
Patent infringement. Treason. 
Theft. And public mischievousness . 
And it looks like there's a bill 
for all the lost commerce caused by 
the outage. I've never seen so 
many zero's. 

Rand groans and rakes his fingers through his hair. 

RAND 

No please no. I can't be charged 
with public mischievousness. That 
goes on your permanent record. 

BRUCE 

Its not illegal to send an email. 
And we both know the internet 
outage was caused by someone with 
too much power trying to stop that 
email before it could be sent. 
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AGENT JONES 
So you're the smart one? 



The agent folds the paper up and puts her glasses back in her 
pocket. 



AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
Last year we picked up a man in 
Winnipeg who was smart. I visited 
him yesterday to let him know his 
daughter turned nine. Its 
amazing what a year of no sunlight 
can do to dull the wits. He isn't 
very smart anymore. 

She leans forward and peers in through the bars . Her 
expression turns dark. She lowers her voice to just above a 
whisper. 

AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
Gentlemen, I don't think you 
understand the situation you are 
in. You are subjects of interest 
being held for terrorism. That 
puts you outside the law. I can 
drop you down a hole and fill it 
with cement and be within my 
rights . 

Bruce leans forward and lowers his voice to match hers . 

BRUCE 

The most popular video on the 
planet right now is of us saving 
lives . This morning we gave the 
entire world the greatest discovery 
since the 'wheel' on live TV. 
Every man, woman and child in the 
world is clamoring to learn more 
about us. There isn't a hole deep 
enough where you could hide us . 

Agent Jones puts her finger to her ear listening to something 
in an earpiece so small its invisible. After a moment she 
gets up, folds the chair and leans it back against the wall. 

AGENT JONES 
It looks as if you have a guardian 
angel. 



She turns and walks out with the men in black at her side. 
She pauses and glances back. 
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AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
Oh, and have fun in New York. 

Something about her smile screams caution. She faces 
forward and keeps walking toward the exit. 



EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY 

The 'Toronto Police' sign hangs on red brick atop a single 
glass door. A stone staircase leads down to the sidewalk 
where over a hundred people gather. 

The door opens and Mary walks out, followed by Laura, Rand 
and then Bruce. On sight of them the crowd erupt. 

Flashbulbs fire. Dozens of voices calling out. Its like 
Beatlemania. 

Mary reaches the bottom of the stairs and attempts to lead 
the group through the crowd. Hundreds of hands block her 
path. 

Two steps forward. Shift. Another few steps. Divert around 
a lady with a sign. Forward again. Voices call their 
names. Hands reach out to touch them. 

Peter Pope breaks through the front lines and waves furiously 
at Bruce. 

PETER 

Bruce! Bruce! I need to talk 
to you! 

They either don't see him or they intentionally ignore him as 
they carry on breaking through the crowd. 

Ten more feet and they come to an impasse. The crowd 
converge into a tight circle. There is no way to move in 

any direction. 

RAND 

We need to get out of here! 
MARY 

There's no where to go! 

Suddenly there's movement ahead of them like something 
slicing through the mob. Bodies shift. The crowd part. 

Tattoo appears and looms before them blocking their way. He 
towers over Mary. 



Behind him Mohawk, LeRoy Brown, Nine-Iron and a collection of 
scary looking gangbangers file in creating a complete circle 
around Mary, Bruce, Rand and Laura. The rest of the crowd 
back away for fear of their own safety. 

Peter Pope appear behind Mowawk and tries to break through 
but he's pushed back. 

Rand stares at the leader of the gang defiantly and the 
leader stares back. 

TATTOO 

I heard you on the radio this 
morning. 

RAND 

Yeah, so? 

TATTOO 

I remembered you and your friend. 
You guys messed us up pretty bad. 

Tattoo gestures at the dozen members of his gang. 

TATTOO (CONT'D) 
I brought a few extra people this 
time. 

Rand looks at Bruce and prepares for a beating. He raises 
his fists. 

RAND 
Bring it on! 

Tattoo breaks into a wide smile. 

TATTOO 

I thought you might need some help 
getting out of here. 

Rand looks cautiously at him for a moment then lowers his 
fists. He grins. 

RAND 

Yeah, we could. 

Tattoo gestures to his gang. They turn to face the crowd 
then begin moving as one like a legion of Roman soldiers. 

TATTOO 
Get out of the way. 
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MOHAWK 

Move it ! 

CUT TO: 



INT. TORONTO PEARSON AIRPORT - DAY 

Rand and Bruce pass through a US customs checkpoint at 
Pearson airport. A uniformed black woman looks over their 
passports with extreme scrutiny. Her eyes dart from the 
passports to the men and back. 

She picks up a stamp, stamps their passports and lets them 
through. 



EXT. AIR CANADA JET - DAY 

A 747 jet with an Air Canada emblem on the tail flies through 
the clouds . Bruce stares through the window at the land 
below. 



EXT. NEW YORK - DAY 

The jagged skyline of New York City runs on forever in the 
horizon. 



EXT. NEW YORK, 30 ROCKEFELLER PLAZA - AFTERNOON 

The tall iconic building stands proud. The NBC Studio sign 
hangs over the sidewalk on the street. 



INT. THE TONIGHT SHOW, BACK STAGE - AFTERNOON 

Rand and Bruce wait behind a blue stage curtain. A PA with 
a clipboard and headset stands near them. Through a gap 
between the curtain they can see Jimmy Fallon at his desk on 
stage and the audience seated beyond. 

RAND 

We're never getting back to Canada. 
You see those people at the 
airport? They looked insanely 
serious. Americans scare me. 

The PA raises an eyebrow. 

BRUCE 
We'll be fine. 



RAND 

And did you see how that psychotic 
Agent looked when she said, 'Enjoy 
New York'. It sounded creepy. 
This is probably a trap. 

On the stage a melody gently plays while Jimmy does the 
"Thank You" bit. In the bit, he writes (and narrates) a 
thank-you note accompanied by cheesy piano music. 

JIMMY FALLON 
Thank you Dr. Pepper for being 
responsible for the health of my 
'pepper' for all these years. 

The audience laughs . The piano melody stops . Jimmy raises 
his pen and seems to ponder as he looks off into the 
distance. 

BRUCE 

You're being paranoid. 

On stage Jimmy puts the pen back down and the music starts 
again. 

JIMMY FALLON 
Thank you bedside lamp for never 
judging me when Nancy is out of the 
house for a night. 

The audience laughs again and this time Bruce joins them. 

RAND 

You don't have anything planned 
here that I should know about 
right? 

BRUCE 

No Rand, nothing planned. 
RAND 

Because last time you didn't say 
anything . 

BRUCE 

I know Rand. For the hundredth 
time, I'm sorry. 



The music begins again and Jimmy puts pen to paper. 
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JIMMY FALLON 
Thank you Captain Crunch's parents, 
for teaching your son to stay firm 
no matter how long he sits in the 
milk. 

The audience laughs again, even harder. Bruce raises an 
eyebrow. 

BRUCE 

I don't get that one. 

The Roots (house band) begins playing a high tempo number 
while Jimmy gets out from behind his desk and walks to center 
stage to face the audience. The small gap in the curtian 
obstructs there view of the stage. The music stops. 

JIMMY FALLON 

(O.C.) 

So if you have a computer or smart 
phone or TV or radio or you live on 
Earth then you've heard about my 
next guests. They saved over a 
dozen people in the Toronto subway 
system earlier this week and that's 
only part of the story. Give a 
big hand for Randolph Trent and 
Bruce . 

The PA pulls the curtain aside reviewing Jimmy in center 
stage and the massive audience behind him. 



INT. JIMMY FALLON SHOW, STAGE - AFTERNOON 

The Roots kick into a modern version of Bonnie Tyler's, 
'Holding Out for A Hero' as the two men appear from the 
curtain and walk toward the stage. Jimmy moves to greet 
them. 

He reaches Rand first and they shake hands . Being the great 
host that he is Jimmy receives him like an old friend. 

He moves to Bruce next and the men shake. 

The men break and find their seats. Rand sits in the first 
seat closest to Jimmy's with Bruce further to the left beside 
him. 

JIMMY FALLON 
Welcome! I'm really glad to have 
you guys here. 
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RAND 

Thanks Jimmy. Thanks for having 
us . 

JIMMY FALLON 
So the Roots and I were talking 
before the show and we weren't sure 
what song to play for your intro. 

RAND 

Who doesn't like Bonnie Tyler? 

JIMMY FALLON 
Right, that's why we chose it. But 
we had another one. 

(TO THE BAND) 
Guys, can you play the other song 
we were thinking of? 

The band jumps into "Electric Avenue" by Eddie Grant. Bruce 
and Rand acknowledge the wisdom of the song. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 

Right? 

Jimmy starts signing the chorus and Rand and Bruce join in. 

JIMMY/RAND/BRUCE 
"IVe're going to rock don't do, 
electric avenue" 

The song ends smiles and celebration, creating instant 
synergy. 

JIMMY FALLON 
So thanks again for coming to the 
show. I know you were on then off, 
then on again. Something about 
breaking the internet and being put 
in jail? 

RAND 

Yeah, who knew sending 6 billion e- 
mails at once would put a load on 
the system? 

JIMMY FALLON 
Its like when I was a kid and my 
dad told me that if everyone 
flushed their toilets at once 
everything would blow up. 

RAND 

I think its exactly like that. 
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Laughs from the audience. 

JIMMY FALLON 
So you guys had the subway thing, 
where you saved everyone. Amazing. 

The audience hoot and whistle. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
Then earlier today you sent an e- 
mail to, well, everyone with the 
details to Tesla's free energy 
formula? Did everyone in the 
audience get it? 

There is a hundred yes's, then one 'no'. Jimmy points to the 
guy who said 'no'. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
This guy didn't get it. Think you 
can resend? 

RAND 

As soon as we're done here. 

JIMMY FALLON 
On a show earlier today and you did 
something that I thought was pretty 
cool with his 'on air' light. 
Bruce, what did you do? 

BRUCE 

I turned it off then on again. 

JIMMY FALLON 
With your mind? That ' s the 
important part. You make it sound 
simple, 'I turned a light on'. 

BRUCE 

Yes. 

JIMMY FALLON 
I don't want to put you on the spot 
but I wondered if you might be able 
to do it again? Do you folks want 
to see him do it again? 

The audience cheer and say a unanimous 'yeah'. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
What do you think? 

Rand gives Bruce 'the look'. 



BRUCE 

Sure. 

Rand puts face to palm. 

JIMMY FALLON 
Yeah! Lets go. 

Jimmy gets up from his desk and Bruce and Rand join him 
center stage. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
So we thought we'd do it up a bit. 
Girls can you come out? 

From the side of the stage half a dozen girls wearing neon 
outfits come running out in unison. They all have unlit LED 
light-ropes and bulbs draped over red and gold skin tight 
outfits . 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
The Late Night dancers are going to 
dance to Snap's, 'I Got the Power' 
while you try to mentally light 
their lights . That sound good? 

BRUCE 

Sure. 

Jimmy leans in close to Bruce and whispers in his ear. 

JIMMY FALLON 
(WHISPER) 
They are all hooked up to battery 
packs so don't freak, its covered. 

Rand stands to the side looking sick. 

The Root kick it off with gusto. 

"I ' ve got the power 
I've got the power" 

The girls start a high energy dance around the stage. Jimmy 
runs over and begins dancing with them. 

Bruce closes his eyes and concentrates. 

Five second pass. 

The lights start to glow on the girl's outfits. Dim at 
first, then very bright. 

The audience whoops and whistles . 
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Jimmy stops dancing and returns to the men while clapping 
enthusiastically. The audience cheer enthusiastically. 

Bruce turns his back to the girls and faces the audience. 
He lifts his hand like a conductor and on his queue all the 
lights in the house start flickering on and off to the music. 
Left side. Right side. All sides. 

He positions his hands for a finale then drops them and all 
the lights cut out simultaneously. The music stops as 

well. 

A moment passes and the lights come back on returning to 
normal. The audience rise and give him a standing ovation. 

Jimmy, Rand and Bruce go back to their seats, sweaty and 
pumped. Jimmy appears genuinely surprised. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
All I can say is wow. I've sat in 
some impressive company but I 
honestly can't say that I've never 
seen anything like that in my life. 
How do you know how to do this 
stuff? 

BRUCE 

You wouldn't believe me if I told 
you Jimmy . 

JIMMY FALLON 

Try me. 

Rand looks at Bruce and subtly shakes his head, 'no'. 

BRUCE 

I'm a million years old. I've 
evolved. 

JIMMY FALLON 

Oh , okay . 

BRUCE 
I'm serious. 

Jimmy laughs semi-nervously . 

JIMMY FALLON 
You're a million years old? 

BRUCE 

Give or take a few thousand years. 



JIMMY FALLON 
You look incredibly well for your 
age . 



BRUCE 

Thanks . 

JIMMY FALLON 
So look, if you are a million years 
old you should know like, the 
dinosaurs right? 

BRUCE 

I actually go the other way. I 
know this time and the future. 

JIMMY FALLON 
Oh okay that makes sense. 

Jimmy looks at the audience with an expression that says, 
'that totally doesn't make sense'. 

JIMMY FALLON (CONT'D) 
So what am I like in the future? 
Do I keep my hair? 

BRUCE 

No hair Jimmy but you do get the 
White House. 

JIMMY FALLON 
President? Really, wow. Can I 
keep my hair and give up the White 
House though? Just kidding. 



INT/EXT. NBC STUDIO, 49TH STREET - NIGHT 

Bruce and Rand sign autographs as people circle around them 
outside the NBC studio. 

A long white limosine pulls up beside them and a steely jawed 
driver get out and opens the door for them. 



INT/EXT. LIMOSINE - NIGHT, LATER 

The white car glides along the interstate then exits on to a 
smaller road. The pink glow of New York City falls into 
the distance. 

Inside the limo Rand and Bruce sits across from each other. 
Rand feels the car turn and peers through the tinted glass. 
Nothing but dark forest. 
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Rand faces the driver. A man with short cropped hair and a 
black hat. 

RAND 

This doesn't look right. How long 
till JFK? 

The limo driver stares back through the rearview mirror at 
Rand with emotionless eyes. The glass divider automatically 
slides up cutting off their view. The doors lock. 

Rand sits back and glares at Bruce. 

RAND (CONT'D) 

Great. 



INT/EXT. LIMOSINE - NIGHT, LATER 

The limo drives up a long driveway lined on either side with 
symmetrical trees and gardens. He stops in the circular 
driveway of a huge, really huge, mansion lit up by 
spotlights . 

An elegant and powerful sign reads, Redliber Manner'. 
Inside the car Rand reads the sign then glares at Bruce. 

RAND 

Great. 



INT. REDLIBER MANNER, FOYER - NIGHT 

Bruce and Rand wait in a foyer large enough to fit a house. 
A tall slim man in a black suit, the BUTLER, faces them. 

BUTLER 

Mr. Redliber will join you 
momentarily. Can I get you 
anything? 

RAND 

I'd like a bowl of red M&M's and 
Paul Simon's Graceland. Bruce, 
did you want to share or..? 

The butler suppresses disgust, turns and walks away. 

Rand and Bruce take in the majestic decor of the foyer. 
Every corner is carved or shaped as if the house itself were 
a work of art. Thick Persian carpets stretch over marble 
floors. Tall statues stare out ominously from every corner. 



RAND (CONT'D) 
Welcome to the point zero, zero, 
zero, zero one percent Bruce. 

A good looking man in his forties with a million dollar 
haircut appears from around a corner and approaches. He's 
casual in appearance in a polo shirt and khaki's. 

WARREN (from Bruce 's odyssey) spreads his arms wide and 
welcoming. 

WARREN 

Bruce! Rand! I'm a huge fan. I 
watched a live feed earlier from 
the Fallon show. Riveting. I'm 
Warren. 

He reaches out and shakes each man's hand energetically. 
Bruce watches him as one would watch a cobra within striking 
distance. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
Can I get either of you a drink? 

RAND 

No thanks . 
Bruce shakes his head no. 

WARREN 

Just the tour then? Come on. 

Without waiting for a response, Warren turns and walks 
towards a hallway on the other side of the room. Bruce and 
Rand rush to follow. 



INT. REDLIBER MANNER, HALL OF PORTRAITS - NIGHT 

Rand, Bruce and Warren march through a broad corridor with 
portraits of distinguished looking men hanging from the 
walls . 

Warren doesn't stop but hooks a thumb to the portraits on the 
walls . 

WARREN 

These are the old boys. We can 
thank them for our political system 
and laws , the banks . Heck even the 
country we're standing in wouldn't 
have happened quite the same way if 
it weren't for the family here. 
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The portraits seem to be specifically crafted so that each 
set of eyes stare back in judgement and superiority. A few 
hundred years of history is represented in collars, hats and 
facial hair. 

Warren turns back to glance at Rand without breaking pace. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
Rand, your father was a shoe 
salesman wasn't he? 

RAND 

Uh, yeah. 



INT. REDLIBER MANNER, MUSIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Warren leads Rand and Bruce into a grand room. This one is 
filled with music instruments. Warren walks to the halfway 
point and turns to face them. 

WARREN 

Every musician of significance has 
played right here in this room at 
some point. 

A hand crafted Bosendorfer piano shines under a spotlight in 
the center of the room. In the corner there is a full 
orchestra of flutes, saxophones, tubas, and other band 
instruments. Along the far wall a stage with rare Gibson's 
and a Stratocaster rest beside a sprawling drum set with the 
word "Rush" embossed on the kick drum. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
And the parties . . . ! 

Warren whistles to emphasize the point. He points at a 
Fender Esquire guitar on a stand. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
The Boss sang me happy birthday 
when I turned six from that guitar 
right there. Next week Rhianna's 
stopping by to serenade me for my 
forty-fifth. 

Rand looks around with true awe at what he's seeing. Bruce 
keeps his focus on Warren. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
I hear you have some cute little 
parties yourself Rand? 

Rand doesn't acknowledge the jab this time. 
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INT. REDLIBER MANNER, MUSEUM OF NEVER WAS - NIGHT 

Warren continues and takes them through another hallway that 
ends in wooden doors. The doors are a least ten feet tall 
and appear to be made from solid Australian Jarrah. 

There is a badge scanner to the side of them. Warren pulls 
a proximity card from his pocket and holds it to the reader - 
it beeps and turns green. 

He puts his hands on the door handle and looks back like he's 
about to reveal Hoffa's tomb. 

WARREN 

I keep the fun stuff in here. 

He thrusts open the door and leads them in. Its dark but as 
they step in rows of lights automatically turn on one after 
the other revealing a vast room at least four times larger 
than anything else they've seen. 

Strange looking cars that appear out of time line the floor. 
Odd shaped aircraft hang down from the ceiling. Spotlights 
shine on bottles full of strange liquids and viles. There 
are unique machines from history with gages and designs so 
odd there is no known example for comparison. 

Warren leads them into the center of the room. Beneath his 
feet is a carving inset into the floor of a pyramid with the 
eye of providence at least 15 feet across. The pyramid 
appears to be carved out of solid gold and the eye is a 
mosaic design composed of thousands of diamonds and rare 
stones . 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
Who can guess what this room is? 

RAND 

A museum? 

WARREN 

Correct Mr. Trent! But what kind 
of museum? 

Bruce jaw tightens. He wears a look of disgust on his face. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
Bruce knows. Look at that stare. 
What do you say? 

BRUCE 

The museum of what never was . 
Warren snaps his fingers. 



WARREN 

Hot damn! You did have it. You 
are the first person ever to get it 
on the first try. 

RAND 

What's a museum of what never was? 
WARREN 

Lets walk and I think you'll answer 
your own question. 

Warren leads them slowly weaving between exhibits and 
pointing at things he finds interesting. He gestures to an 
ancient looking vile of clear liquid. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
Now what do you think that is? 

RAND 
I don't know. 

WARREN 

Its the cure for cancer. The first 
one. Looks like water doesn't it? 

Warren points at a device that appears musical of sorts. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
That also cures cancer. Something 
with vibrations . A doctor in the 
50 's was making quite the waves 
before we acquired it. No pun 
intended. 

Guns that look like Star Trek phasers . Multicoloured 
crystals. Ancient golden rods. 

Bruce peers into a glass display with a black and gold 
spearhead behind it (the spear from Bruce's odyssey) . A 
plaque below the spearhead reads, 'Spear of Longinus ' . 
Warren follows his gaze. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
You kind of remind me of the guy we 
pulled that from. 

They pass ten different cars each stranger than the last. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
Some of them use magnets, water, 
hydrogen, corn. You won't believe 
it but one of them even runs on 
garbage. 
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Warren glances up and points at a silver saucer hanging from 
the ceiling. The name "Charlotte" is painted across the 
side of it. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
That one's easy heh? 

Rand halts in protest and crosses his arms. Bruce stops 
behind him. The men exchange an angry glance. 

Warren gets a few feet away before he realizes he's alone. 
He turns back to then. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 

What? 

Rand glances at Charlotte. 

BRUCE 

What happened to the people who 
invented these things? 

WARREN 

It pains me when it goes that way, 
it really does. 

RAND 

Pains you? Is this how a 
psychopath expresses empathy? 

Warren's expression flashes to something dark then changes 
back so quickly its as though the darkness wasn't there. 

WARREN 

Once they get a glimpse of the big 
picture most of them sell their 
ideas to us. 

BRUCE 

What about those who don't see the 
big picture? 

WARREN 

When reasonable offers aren't 
accepted we do whatever 's necessary 
to protect order. 

BRUCE 

What reasonable offer do you have 
for us Warren? Why are we here? 

RAND 

You think you can buy us with 
money? 



He laughs . 



WARREN 

Money? Money is just paper and we 
own the ink. No, my offer is 
something considerably more 
valuable. Something kings and 
presidents covet. 

RAND 

Power? 

WARREN 

In directly, yes. Everyone in the 
world falls into one of two groups 
gentlemen. There are slaves and 
there are masters. What I'm 
offering you is membership into the 
latter and there aren ' t many of us . 
It's a privilege most only dream 
of. 

RAND 

You're inviting us into the 
Illuminati? 

Warren bellows a hearty laugh. It echoes hauntingly in the 
large room. 

WARREN 

Sure. That name's as accurate at 
'the Boogeyman' but I guess it 
elicits the right mental image. 

Warren moves to stand beside the mummified remains of half a 
dozen very tall (12 feet+) human corpses. 

WARREN (CONT'D) 
We don't invite many to the club. 
This is an honour trust me. 

RAND 

What's the purpose of this club? 
WARREN 

To to build a better world. We 
want a future where all of humanity 
is united under one government and 
one economy. Where we can end 
fighting and strive toward a world 
our kids will be happy to live in. 
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BRUCE 

And all seven billion people on the 
planet are invited to live in this 
future? 

Warren sets his jaw and starts pacing in a circle around 
them. 

WARREN 

Its easy to sit on the sidelines 
and call hard decisions evil. I 
like kids. I give to charity. I 
cried at the end of ET. I'm not 
evil. 

BRUCE 

What are you then? What good 
could suppressing the cure for 
cancer possibly have? 

WARREN 

There's a time and place for 
everything. You can't go turning 
the world on its side without a 
plan. If people weren't dying 
from cancer global over-population 
would spike and food and resource 
shortages would kill more than 
cancer ever did. Suppressing the 
cure for cancer saves lives as 
contradictory as that sounds . 

RAND 

The trillion dollar cancer 
treatment industry has nothing to 
do with it? 

WARREN 

You think you did a good thing by 
giving away the formula for free 
energy? What you really did was 
create a scenario that could put 
millions out of work and throw our 
financial system out of control 
causing more grief and loss than 
oil and gas ever did. Millions 
will die from that simple email. 
We'll be fixing that for the next 
six months to avoid a full system 
breakdown. I'm asking you to join 
us and lets fix it together. 

BRUCE 

And if we decline your offer? 
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Warren's face suddenly loses humour. He stops circling and 
squares to face them. 

WARREN 

Then you will have made a very 
powerful enemy . 

BRUCE 

We're the most famous people in the 
world right now. You can't 
exactly kill us. 

Warren grins and appears truly scary. 

WARREN 

I don't need to kill you. 



INT. PEARSON AIRPORT - EARLY MORNING 

Hundreds of reporters and fans wait at the bottom of an 
escalator below a digital arrivals board with "Now arriving 
AC8905 New York, JFK to Toronto, Pearson" displayed on it. 

Bruce and Rand appear at the top of an escalator and begin 
the descent down. They each carry a backpack and are 
exhausted as they look over the ocean of people that awaits 
to engulf them. 

RAND 

I never thought we'd make it back. 

The crowd spot them and erupt in a cacophony of cheers and 
name barking that only intensifies as the men descend closer. 

BRUCE 

We're not out of the woods yet. 

Two young girls hold a cardboard sign above their head with 
"I <heart> Bruce" written on it in marker. Other signs in 
the crowd read even more creative phrases like, "Light me 
up!", "Bruce for PM" and, "I Believe". 

RAND 

We're home. He's not going to 
kill us. What can he really do? 

The men reach the ground and submerge into the crowd. 
Camera's flash. Hands reach out to get a touch of 
celebrity. 

FRANCIS D'SOUZA, a handsome young reporter holding a camera 
with 'CityTV News' written on it attaches himself to them as 
they zigzag through the frenzy. 



FRANCIS 

Rand, Bruce, welcome back to 
Canada. 

RAND 

Thanks . 

FRANCIS 

Do you have any comment on the 
allegations that are coming out 
this morning? 

Both Rand and Bruce turns to the reporter. 

RAND 

What allegations? 

The camera freezes frame on that look. The image is not 
flattering. 

DISSOLVE: 



INT/EXT - NEWS, CITY-TV TORONTO STUDIO - DAY 

The camera pulls out from the unflattering image of Bruce and 
Rand to reveal a charismatic news anchor in his fifties , GORD 
MARTINEAU. He stands in the middle of a newsroom in a button 
down white shirt. 

The unflattering freeze frame of Bruce and Rand hangs over 
Gord's shoulder while the news floor bustles behind him. 

GORD MARTINEAU 
Hero's or frausters? That's what 
people are asking today after 
Randolph Trent was brought under 
investigation for embezzlement of 
funds from Trent Enterprises while 
crew members of The Tonight Show 
came forward to reveal that the 
light show Bruce 'willed' was in 
fact all staged. And that is 
only the beginning of the story. 

CUT TO: 



INT. NEWS, LISA CAGE'S APARTMENT - DAY 

A shoulder camera shoots a woman sitting on a couch in a 
small living room. LISA CAGE is plain looking woman about 
Bruce ' s age. She holding a photo album up to the camera 
flipping through pages of pictures of her and Bruce. 
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REPORTER 

(O.C.) 

When did you realize you knew 
Bruce? 

LISA 

Right away. He acts differently 
but that's Andrew, no doubt about 
it. 

REPORTER 

Andrew? 

LISA 

Yeah, Andrew Richards. At least 
that's who he was when I knew him. 

The photo's she shares date back several years and create a 
time line of teenage Bruce growing up. She points to 
various 4x6 's. 

LISA (CONT'D) 
This was graduation. And here's 
one of us at Moonlight beach. 

Graphics at the bottom of the screen show the CITY-TV logo 
with the words, "Lisa Cage - Bruce ' s highschool sweetheart" 

REPORTER 
How long did you date? 

LISA 

We dated all through high school. 

REPORTER 
What do you remember about him? 

LISA 

He was a genius . The smartest kid 
in school. He must have read every 
book in the library. That's why 
we broke up, he was only interested 
in learning and I . . . well I was a 
teenager. 

REPORTER 

(O.C.) 

When did you last see him? 
LISA 

Five or six years ago. 



INT/EXT - NEWS, CITY-TV TORONTO STUDIO - DAY 

Back to Gord Martineau on the CITY-TV news floor. He looks 
into the camera. 

GORD MARTINEAU 
That was Lisa Cage, Bruce 's ex- 
girlfriend who we tracked down in 
Sudbury. But this story doesn't 
end there . Going to Andrea Piunno 
live on location. 

CUT TO: 



EXT. POPE'S R&D - DAY 

A pretty brown headed field correspondent, ANDREA PIUNNO 
stands in front the Pope R&D building. Peter Pope stands 
beside her looking anxious. 

ANDREA 

Thanks Gord. This story has all 
the twists and turns of a Hollywood 
movie. Here's what we know. 

Andrea reads from a list and holds up fingers for each point 
she makes. 

ANDREA (CONT'D) 

( THUMB ) 
Randolph Trent is under 
investigation for embezzlement. 

(SECOND FINGER) 
Crew from the Tonight Show have 
signed statements indicating that 
the light show Bruce put on was 
staged. 

(THIRD FINGER) 
The free energy email was a hoax. 
NASA states that after careful 
review of the formula Bruce emailed 
out, they conclude that its 
theoretically impossible and 
contradicts the first rule of 
thermodynamics . 

(FOURTH FINGER) 
Bruce ' s real name is Andrew and 
he ' s a normal Ontario boy from 
Sudbury and not a million years old 
as he's claimed. 



Andrew looks toward Pope. 
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ANDREA (CONT'D) 
I'm joined by Dr. Peter Pope who 
claims to have known and treated 
Bruce . 



INT. RAND'S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DUSK 

Bruce and Rand stand in Rand's living room watching the news 
story unfold. Laura, Mary, Tattoo and his gang, Rose and 
Kay la, the interns and the woman from the grey Sienna gather 
around them in shock facing the TV. 

ANDREW 

(TV) 

I guess I need to start calling him 
Andrew. 

PETER 

(TV) 

That's correct. His real name is 
Andrew Richards . He has been a 
patient of mine for the last five 
years . 

Laura watches Bruce 's face as he watches the television. 
His unbreakable spirit fractured against the weight of the 
day. 

ANDREA 

(TV) 

What was Andrew being treated for? 
PETER 

(TV) 

I can't provide private details but 
lets just say that the line between 
genius and madness is a thin one. 
The delusions he's publicly 
revealed are all part of the 
psychosis . 

ANDREA 

(TV) 

When did his treatment end? 
PETER 

(TV) 

It didn't. Andrew had a negative 
reaction to one of the medications 
which put him in a coma. We were 
monitoring him when he disappeared 
in the middle of the night. That 
was over two years ago. 



133. 



ANDREA 

(TV) 

If Andrew is listening, is there 
anything you want to tell him? 

Peter looks directly into the camera. 

PETER 

(TV) 

Andrew, you're sick. Come in. 
We can help. 

Mary walks to the TV and flips it off, killing the news 
story. 

MARY 

Enough standing around. This 
place is a disaster. 

She picks up a pizza box off of the table, balances a bunch 
of cups on top of it and disappears into the kitchen. 

No one speaks . Rand looks around but finds the others 
avoiding his eyes. The silence of the room is deafening. 

BRUCE 

Those who control the news, control 
the truth. 

RAND 

Powerful enemies. 

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK - comes loudly from the front door. 
Rand rises, goes to it and pulls it open. 

A short smug man in a three piece suit, OLIVER, stands in the 
doorway staring up at Rand with a smug expression. Two 
uniformed Toronto police officers stand behind Oliver 
towering over him like gargoyles . 

Oliver has round wire rimmed glasses and short brown hair. 
He hands Rand a stapled group of papers with the word SEIZURE 
NOTICE' written on the top of them in large red font. He 
steps back to let one of the officers come forward. 

Rand glances through the papers. Bruce, Mary and the 
volunteers creep up to form a crowd behind them. 

OFFICER 

This property is being seized as 
part of the investigation 
referenced in the documents you've 
been provided. 

(MORE) 



134. 



OFFICER (CONT'D) 
I need you and anyone in this 
dwelling to vacate immediately. 

Tattoo towers behind the group and is even taller than the 
cop. 

TAT TOE 

Get lost. We're not going 
anywhere ! 

The second officer puts his hand on the butt of his gun. 

Rand holds a halting palm to Tattoo. He sets his jaw 
defiantly, takes a deep breathe then brushes steps past the 
officer leaving his home. The corner of Oliver's mouth 
lifts in a subtle grin and Rand passes. 



EXT. RAND'S HOME, FRONT PORCH & DRIVEWAY - DAY (CONT) 

One by one Rand's guests exit his house with heavy hearts and 
hung heads. They assemble on the lawn. 

Neighbors and curious pedestrians stripped of the fanatic 
zeal that drove them 24 hours earlier watch solemnly at the 
spectacle from the street. There are no more "I love you" 
signs but the street is still lined with news vans and 
reporters calling for details on the fraud and embezzlement 
charges . 

Rose and Kayla try to cover their faces from cameras. The 
interns look out of place without their laptops. Tattoo's 
gang don't appear so fierce. Mary is just Mary. Laura 
watches Bruce. 

The first OFFICER blocks the front door of Rand's house while 
Oliver sticks a red 'Seizure Notice' to it. Once done, 
Oliver turns toward the driveway and raises a hand above his 
and signals. 

Rand's Land Rover and BMW are each strapped to flatbed tow- 
trucks. On Oliver's signal their engines start. Rand 
watches as they shift into gear and pull away, taking his 
cars with them. 

RAND 

You've got to be kidding. 
Oliver slips past the officer and approaches Rand. 

OLIVER 

The property ends at the street. 
Shall I get one of my officers to 
help your people move? 
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Oliver stares at Rand with cold eyes daring defiance. Rand 
looks away. 

RAND 

Come on. We need to move. 

The group migrate from the yard to the road and stand in a 
group trying to avoid the crowd. Rand scans the faces 
around him. Many won't make eye contact. Those who do, 
look back with questions in their eyes . They look at Bruce 
with even less certainty. 

After a moment Tattoo walks up to Rand. 

TATTOO 

Look man, this is some crazy shit. 
We gotta get to downtown. Thanks 
for putting us up. 

RAND 
No worries . 

Tattoo slips through the crowd who part to make way for him. 
The rest of his gang file out behind him. Rose and Kayla 
follow them. 

ROSE 

We've all been there sweetheart, 
stay strong. 

One by one everyone disperses until its just Bruce, Rand, 
Mary, and Laura. Bruce still looks away so Laura moves to 
stand directly in front of him. 

She stares into his eyes but he won't look at her. 

LAURA 
Look at me. 

He complies . 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Who is Andrew Richards? 

He doesn't respond. His eyes look sad. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Tell me that this is all smear job 
and I'll believe you. Tell me 
Lisa Gage is an actor and those 
photo's were faked and Andrew 
Richards doesn't exist and I'll 
stay. 



In the distance, the afternoon sun hangs over the houses. 
Bruce stares at it. 

BRUCE 

I can remember watching the sun 
fall below the Himalayas. I've 
seen it glide across the water of a 
thousand lakes. I can describe 
every detail as I stood on the 
surface of Europa and watched Sol 
climb over Jupiter like a distant 
god in the sky. 

He turns to Laura. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
But I don't remember that woman. 
Maybe she was lying. Maybe she 
was telling the truth. I don't 
know. 

Laura's eyes moisten but she sets her jaw, willing strength. 
She leans over and kisses him on the cheek. 

LAURA 
Good-bye Bruce. 

She turns and walks to her car. Bruce hangs his head, truly 
stricken. Rand put a hand on his friend's shoulder. 

RAND 

Its okay. I've got an idea. 



INT/EXT. SKYDOME, BASEBALL GAME, OUTFIELD - NIGHT 

Forty thousand noisy fans pack the seats to watch the Toronto 
Blue Jay's take on the Boston Red Sox. Its the bottom of 
the 7th and the Sox lead 4-3. 

Rand and Bruce sit in the outfield bleachers on the right 
side. They each wear hats and sunglasses to conceal their 
identity. In a crowd radiating with enthusiasm, they look 
like they could be in a grief counselling session. 

BRUCE 
This is your idea? 

RAND 

Yup. 

A young man in a blue vest walks the stairs carrying a cooler 
of drinks in his hand. The BEER VENDOR is calls to the 
crowd. 



BEER VENDOR 
Beer! Ice cold beer! 

Rand searches through his wallet. He's finds two five's 
and nothing else. 

RAND 

Have any money on you? 
BRUCE 

I left my wallet in the yacht. 

Rand takes off the hat and glasses then straightens his leg 
to dig through his pocket. He pulls out a fist full of 
loonies and calls to the beer vender. The vender walks down 
a few steps and puts the cooler down 

RAND 

Can I get two Stella's please. 

BEER VENDER 
Sixteen dollars. 

The vender does a double-take. 

BEER VENDER (CONT'D) 
Hey aren't you... 

RAND 

Nope. 

The vendor fishes out the tall boys while Bruce watches Rand 
count out his change. 

BRUCE 

Don't you think we might need that? 
RAND 

Probably . 

The vender passes the two cans of beer to Rand in exchange 
for the money. Rand hands one can to Bruce then takes a big 
swig from the other. Bruce holds the beer but doesn't drink. 

A teenager in the adjacent section has taken notice of Rand 
and is sharing his discovery with his friends . Over the 
loudspeaker the announcer tells the crowd Edwin Encarnacion 
is up at bat. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
You're freaking me out Bruce. 
Talk to me. 
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John Lackey throws a curve that Edwin Encarnacion hits and 
drives past a jumping first basemen for a single. The crowd 
around Bruce and Rand rise to cheer. 

BRUCE 

Those photos? They looked real. 
I can't get them out of my head. 

Bruce studies him with a perplexed expression. 

RAND 

Who are you? Who is sitting 
beside me? 

Rand turns his attention back to homeplate but he's 
struggling with an emotional puzzle and wears the conflict on 
his face. 

The teenagers in the other section who were watching them 
have multiplied. Dozens of fans seem to be watching Bruce 
and Rand with growing animation. 

Rand returns to Bruce. The expression has turned into a big 
sloppy grin. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
I just realized something that 
never occured to me before. 
You ' re human . 

BRUCE 

Of course I'm human. 
RAND 

I was starting to think maybe you 
you were like yoda or something. 

BRUCE 
Who's Yoda? 

Rally ORGAN MUSIC blares from speakers and echoes across the 
stadium. Dun-dun-dun-da-dun-dun-dun-da 

RAND 

Forget it, I take it back, you 
aren ' t human . 

A loud SHOUT comes from the other section. 

COCKY TEEN 

(O.C. ) 
Hey you! 



Rand looks over and sees a hundred eyes on him and Bruce. 
One shirtless COCKY TEEN with a blue U on his chest stand's 
in the middle of the group is pointing at him. Too much 
alcohol is clearly involved. 

Rand ignores him and continues to the heart to heart with 
Bruce. 

RAND 

I'm supposed to be the wound up 
nut. You're the wise, unmovable 
million year man. 

BRUCE 

Am I? Or am I Andrew Richards 
from Sudbury. 

RAND 

Maybe tonight you can just be a guy 
at a game with a friend. 

At the plate, Jose Bautista swings at a fast ball and drives 
a double up the middle. Encarnacion scores to tie the 
game. The crowd erupt. 

Rand holds the beer up in Bruce 's direction. Bruce raises 
his can and clinks. 

BRUCE 
I can do that. 

Bruce ' s expression seems to lighten as he takes a drink. 

COCKY TEEN 
(O.C.- SHOUTING) 
Is that the million year old guy 
beside you? 

Snickers. Laughing. 

COCKY TEEN (CONT'D) 
(O.C.- DISTANT) 
On three, okay. 

RAND 

Ignore them, they'll go away. 
COCKY TEEN 

(O.C.) 

One 

( BEAT ) 

Two 

( BEAT ) 

(MORE) 
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COCKY TEEN (CONT'D) 

Three 

( BEAT ) 

HALF-DOZEN VOICES 
(O.C. - RHYTHMIC CHANT) 
You suck! You suck! You suck! 
You suck... (repeated) 

The group of teens continues chant the insult. Rand puts 
the hat and glasses back on. After a couple repetitions a 
few more voice joins in. 

DOZEN'S OF VOICES 
(O.C. - RHYTHMIC CHANT) 
You suck! You suck! You suck. . . 

More and more people join in until the whole bleacher section 
is enthusiastically involved. 

SECTION SECTION 
You suck! You suck! You suck! 

The chant grows until the entire outfield chant with one 
powerful deafening voice. Bruce leans into Rand. 

BRUCE 

I don't think they're going away.. 

The 115 foot wide video jumbotron changes to show a live shot 
of Rand and Bruce in their seats. 

THOUSANDS OF VOICES 
You suck, you suck, you suck.... 

More join in. The rest of the stadium is now repeating the 
chant. 

40 THOUSAND VOICES 
You suck, you suck, you suck. . . 

On the field, the game slows as players look up and watch 
Rand and Bruce on the jumbotron. 

40 THOUSAND VOICES (CONT'D) 
You suck! You suck! You suck! 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

Many hours have passed and Rand still sits tied to the chair. 

RAND 

We went from broken, to healed, to 
heralded only to be broken again. 
(MORE) 
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RAND ( CONT ' D ) 
And that's it. Except where you 
come in . 

FLASH CUT 



EXT. SKYDOME, BLUE JAY WAY ST. - NIGHT 

Bruce and Rand linger outside the dome in the night air 
amidst the post-game crowd. Bruce stands in front of a 

hot-dog cart dressing a veggie dog while Rand waits in a 
vantage point near the road staring up over 500 meters at the 
magnificence of the CN Tower towering over Toronto. 

A white van jerks onto the sidewalk in front of Rand. The 
side door opens and two masked men in black grab Rand and 
haul him in. 

Bruce hears the tires squeal and turns to watch the van pull 
away. A masked woman aims a gun from the driver's window. 

Bruce tosses the dog and sprints towards them. The van hits 
the road and races away. Bruce slows to a stop in the 
middle of the road as the van turns a corner and disappears. 



INT. INTERROGATION LOCATION - UNKNOWN 

The room is dark except for the spotlight aimed at Rand's 
face. He's still bound to the chair. Behind the chair, 
Rand maneuvers the scissors awkwardly with bound hands. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C.) 

I don't think I've heard a more a 
pathetic story. You had so many 
chances to turn it around. Do 
you regret it all? 

RAND 

No. 

Behind his back Rand positions the scissors onto the rope and 
starts to cut through. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C.) 

You're penniless. You lost 
everything you spent your lifetime 
working for. You don't regret 
that? 



RAND 

I doubt there are words I can say 
that will make you understand. 

AGENT SMITH 

(O.C. ) 

Try. 

Rand seems to consider the question under the light of the 
bright spot light in his face. 

RAND 

I've worked hard my entire life 
Agent Smith. I built a company. I 
built a fortune. I assumed that 
made me happy because I didn't know 
any better. 

He closes his eyes. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
But in the moments between the 
busyness; in the quiet dark before 
sleep or while sitting idle in 
traffic staring at the bumper in 
front of me, when I couldn't escape 
my wandering thoughts, I just felt 
like my life was all just a big 
pile of crap. Pretend work for 
pretend money for pretend happiness 
but not amounting to much. My 
cure for the treachery of my own 
mind was to work harder so I had 
fewer moments to feel that 
overwhelming dread. Then I met 
Bruce . 

Behind his back, Rand shifts the scissors to cut another 
piece of rope. He's almost free. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Every second with him was like one 
of those moments of self-reflective 
stillness but instead of dread, I 
felt alive. Connected to a 
legitimate purpose. Yeah maybe 
I've lost everything. Relics of a 
make believe life. I lost my 
company and found my soul. No 
regrets . 

Rand cuts the last rope. He's free! He stretches his 
wrists . 
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AGENT SMITH 

(O.C.) 
You were right. 

RAND 

Yeah? 

AGENT SMITH 
I don't understand. But it really 
doesn't matter anymore does it? 
Because we're done here. 

Rand shifts the scissors behind his back, positioning them 
into the palm of his hand like a weapon He tightens his 
hand around the handle. 

He opens his eyes and looks to where the Agent must be 
sitting. 

RAND 
Yes , we are . 

Rand starts to shift when... 

The door opens . A female voice speaks . 

AGENT JONES 

(O.C. ) 
Lights ! 

Overhead lights come to life. Rand squints against the 
blinding light as the mysteries around him slowly come into 
focus . 

They appear to be at Pope R&D in the medical room where Peter 
Pope ran the test on Bruce. 

Rand looks across to see how's been interviewing him. Agent 
Smith, his interrogator, is the agent who visited him when he 
was in jail. The thug who put the beat on him is the other 
agent who visited him in jail. Agent Jones, the female 

agent in white, addresses him. 

AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
You're free to go Mr. Trent. 

Rand tightens his hands around the scissors behind his back 
anticipating a trap. 

AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
I assume you've already taken care 
of your own binds . May I have the 
scissors back? 
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She puts her hand out. Rand looks at her guiltily then 
slowly brings his hand forward and hands her the scissors. 

RAND 

Giving up so soon? 

AGENT JONES 
You didn't really think this was 
about you did it? 

RAND 

Yes? 

AGENT JONES 
Bruce made a deal. He's promised 
to come in and cooperate in return 
for your life back. 

Rand rises off the chair and puts a hand on the small of his 
back. He twists and stretches trying to reduce obvious 
pain. 

RAND 

Another ploy? Nice try. Bruce 
wouldn't give up in a million 
years. Tie me up, lets start 
again. 

AGENT JONES 
No ploy Mr. Trent I'll walk you 
out . 

Agent Jones gestures toward the door. Rand walks to it, 
apprehensive and waiting for a trick. 

No trick. He exits. 



EXT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT, SIDEWALK - DAY 

A UPS Courier waits on the sidewalk in front of Laura door 
between the thrift store and Mr. Sub. Under his arm, he 
holds a box. 

Laura signs on his pad and takes the box. 



INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT - DAY 

Laura places the UPS box on her table. She pulls a knife out 
of a drawer and gently cuts open the flaps . 
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Inside appears to be a second wooden box. She slides it out 
and puts it on the table. Its hand crafted from maple and 
the top appears to be hinged like a makeup box. 

She opens the top. Inside is a black satin type material 
lining the insides. Resting on the lining is the black and 
gold spearhead. 



INT. POPE R&D, PETER'S OFFICE - DAY 

Bruce stands in Peter Pope's office inspecting the sculptures 
of brains and DNA models that are displayed like art around 
the room. Peter Pope watches him nervously from behind his 
desk. He checks his watch as the door opens and Agent Jones 
enters . 

AGENT JONES 
It's done, Rand's been released. 

BRUCE 

And he gets his life back? 

AGENT JONES 
His company, home and assets have 
been restored. 

BRUCE 

The media blitz? 

AGENT JONES 
It just so happens that five 
minutes ago Iran came under 
investigation for stealing a load 
of plutonium. Its headline news. 
In a week no one will even remember 
Randolph Trent. 

Bruce nods, accepting the answer. He turns his attention to 
Peter. 

BRUCE 

So all that's left is the truth. 
Who am I Mr. Pope? 



EXT. RAND'S HOUSE - DAY 

Mary stands outside Rand's house. Oliver is also there 

and its clear they aren't happy to share the same air. The 
BMW and Land Rover are parked back in the driveway. 

The white van pulls used to kidnap Rand pulls to a stop in 
front of Rand's house. 
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Rand gets out of the passenger side. He doesn't even turn to 
look at Agent Thug as he slams the door behind him. Mary 
runs up to him and gives him a hug. 

Oliver stands on his front step looking more smug than ever. 
He turns and rips down the SEIZURE notice off the door. 

OLIVER 

Warren is happy to hear an 
arrangement could be agreed upon 
Mr. Trent. 

Oliver holds keys toward Rand. 

OLIVER (CONT'D) 
We had to change the locks. 

Rand swipes the keys from him with disgusted expression. 

RAND 

Get the hell off my property. 
He brushes past Oliver with Mary in tow and enters his house. 



INT. POPE R&D, PETER POPE'S OFFICE - DAY 

Peter takes a deep breath and looks at Bruce with an 
apologetic expression. Agent Jones stands by as cold as 

ice . 

PETER 

Pope R&D is a complex company. I 
have certain arrangements with 
external organizations as part of 
my funding. You may not believe 

me but I have never knowingly lied 
to you Mr. Richards. I didn't 
even know who you were until after 
we met. 

BRUCE 

They call me 'Bruce'. Who was the 
woman on TV? 'Lisa'. An actor? 

Peter picks up a manila folder from his desk, opens it and 
begins reading. 

PETER 

Andrew Richards . Born in Sudbury 
Ontario in 19 88 to Ilene and 
William Richards who both killed in 
an automobile accident in 19 95. 
you have no surviving relatives . 
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Peter pauses for a reaction, there isn't one. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
He... 'you' went from foster home 
to foster home until your 18th 
birthday. In 2009 you moved to 
Toronto where you worked odd jobs. 
Nothing noteworthy. 

Peter looks up at Bruce. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
That ' s where my file ends . 

BRUCE 

And that ' s where our deal ends if 
that's all I get. I was promised 
all the missing answers. 

AGENT JONES 
You'll get your answers Mr. 
Richards. Dr. Pope doesn't have 
the clearance for the rest. We'll 
explain the rest in Pantokrator. 

BRUCE 
Pantokrator? 

PETER 

Pope R&D is the proverbial tip of 
the iceberg. What's underneath is 
where the 'classified' work 
happens . 

Peter reaches under his desk and pushes a button. The 
display shelf beside Bruce slides aside revealing a stainless 
steel door. The door slides open and an elevator waits 
inside. 

Agent Jones gestures towards it. 

AGENT JONES 

After you. 

Bruce walks into the elevator followed by Agent Jones . 
Peter rises from his desk and moves to join them but Agent 
Jones block his path. 

AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
You don't have clearance. 

PETER 

This is my company dammit! 
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AGENT JONES 
Talk to Director Case if you don't 
like the deal. 

Peter glares at the agent defiantly. Agent Jones returns a 
cold stare as she swipes a smart card over a reader. The 
doors slide closed, cutting them off. 



INT. POPE R&D, LIFT - DAY 

Agent Jones puts her forehead to a retina scanner and speaks 
her name . 

AGENT JONES 
Lily Jones, level 33. 

A green light turns on and the elevator begins to descend. 

BRUCE 

Lily is a such kind name. 

AGENT JONES 

Thank you. 

BRUCE 

It doesn't suit you. 

Ten seconds later the elevator comes to a stop. There's a 
DING and the door slides open to reveal a futuristic 
landscape of computers, glass and cabling as far as the eye 
can see. 

AGENT JONES 
Welcome to Project Pantokrator. 



INT. RAND'S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY 

A knocking sounds from Rand's front door. A moment later, 
it repeats. The doorbell DINGS. 

The door creeks open and Laura pops her head in. The living 
room is empty and the house quiet. 

LAURA 

Hello? 

She walks in and steps through the house. In her hand she 
clutches the black and gold spear. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Bruce? Rand? 
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INT. RAND'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY 

Rand and Mary sit at the table in the kitchen. Laura walks 
in tentatively and spots them. 

LAURA 

Hi. I knocked but no one heard 
me . 

Rand and Mary appear as somber and dejected at two people can 
look. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Where's Bruce? 

RAND 

Bruce is dead. 

LAURA 

What ! ? 

MARY 

Don't listen to him. 
RAND 

He will be. They will experiment 
on him until there's nothing left. 

LAURA 

Tell me what's happened!? 
MARY 

You better sit. 

Laura sits beside Rand while Mary gets up to pour coffee. 

LAURA 
What happened? 

Rand is weary with defeat. 

RAND 

They had me. I was tied to a 
chair at Pope R&D with a spotlight 
on my face for I don't know how 
long. But they weren't after me 
they wanted Bruce and he gave 
himself over in exchange for my 
release and all this. 

He gestures at the stuff around him. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Who cares about this? 
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MARY 

You used to care about all this. 
RAND 

Yeah well, I was stupid. 
MARY 

Now you listen to me. 

LAURA 
Who's they? 

RAND 

Government, Warren Redliber, Pope 
R&D, Illuminati . . . ? I honestly 
don ' t know where one ends and the 
others begins anymore. 

Laura stands . 

LAURA 
We need to save him! 

MARY 

He doesn't want to be saved. The 
last thing he said when they took 
him away was to forget him and go 
back to our old life. 

Laura stirs, a question in her eye. 

LAURA 
What would Bruce do? 

They think about it for a moment. Rand tightens his grip on 
the mug. Resolve grows on his face. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33 - DAY 

Agent Jones and Bruce stride briskly down a long corridor. 
The sound of fans and forced airflow is loud around them. 

On either side of the corridor there are endless isles of 
(computer) servers inner-connected with huge cables. They 
run like a grid for as far as the eye can see. Each of 
them are refrigerator-sized and fronted with an LED 
displaying temperatures of -449. 49° F. 

Agent Jones looks down at a tablet full of text as they walk. 
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AGENT JONES 
In 2010 you applied for a 
scholarship to the University of 
Toronto. The application process 
tested short and long-term recall 
and complex processing. Do you 
remember? 

BRUCE 

No. 

AGENT JONES 
You scored perfect. No one ever 
scored perfect. We had been 
looking for someone with your 
particular skills for Project 
Pantokrator and we made you an 
offer that you enthusiastically 
accepted. You were a willing 
volunteer Mr. Richards. 

Each isle of servers is labelled with a sign. Bruce reads 
them as they pass: Facebook, Bank of America, Instragram, 
Visa, Twitter, Mastercard, Linkedln, TD-Canada Trust, The 
People's Bank of China, SnapChat, Sberbank, etc. 

BRUCE 

What is Project Pantokrator? 

They reach an intersection where Agent Jones turns left and 
stops before an opaque glass door. She scans her badge and 
pulls the door opens, standing aside for Bruce to enter. 

Bruce crosses his arms and doesn't enter. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
The walk down big brother lane has 
generated more questions than 
answers. I'm not taking another 
step until I hear everything. 

AGENT JONES 
This is something you need to see 
Mr. Richards. Please? 

Bruce uncrosses his arms and steps into the door. As he 
passes through Agent Jones pulls a syringe from her pocket 
and sticks it into his neck in one practiced motion. 

Bruce spins to face her. 

BRUCE 

What did you. . . ? 
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He collapses and she catches him. Agent Smith appears from 
the doorway and help her pull him in. 



INT. LIVING ROOM, RAND'S HOME - EVENING 

Laura sits on the couch in Rand's livingroom typing into a 
laptop. 

LAURA 

"S0S-4-Bruce" , how does that good? 

Rand paces near the window with a phone to his ear. He 
covers it and shouts back. 

RAND 

Perfect. Then tell everyone he's 
being held by the Illuminati. 
That should ge their attention. 

LAURA 
(SOTTO) 
Here it goes . 

She presses ENTER. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Okay. I just sent a tweet to more 
people than who watch the 
superbowl . 

Mary stands on the other side of the room with a phone to her 
ear. She covers the mouthpiece and yells to Rand. 

MARY 

Global news will be there. On the 
phone with CBC now. 

Rand gives her a thumbs up. 

RAND 
(INTO RECEIVER) 
No, its a rally. Pope R&D is 
illegally holding him against his 
will. It will be a peaceful 
demonstration . 

The doorbell chimes . 

RAND (CONT'D) 
(INTO RECEIVER) 
One sec. 

Rand hustles to the door and pulls it open. 
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A crowd of people are huddled on the front porch led by 
Kay la, Rose, and Tatoo. Behind them stand the interns, 
Tattoo's gang and half a dozen other faces. 

Rand is unsure what to make of them, they look serious. 

Rose steps forward so that only a few inches separate her and 
Rand. 

ROSE 

We heard Bruce is in trouble. 
RAND 

He is. 

ROSE 

You need some help? 

A warm smile breaks out on her face and its mirrored on each 
face in the crowd. 

Rand lunges forward and hugs her. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - EVENING 

Bruce is strapped into a dental-like chair in the middle of a 
large rectangular room. Massive cables run from the bottom 
of the chair to every corner. He's unconscious. People 
resembling doctors and scientists hurry about the room in 
preparation. 

Bruce 's eyes open and take focus. A man that looks like an 
East-Indian Albert Einstein, DR. BASHAR, stands over him. 

DR. BASHAR 
Welcome back Andrew. Do you 
remember me? 

Bruce ignores the question and scans the room. Medical and 
lab equipment surround him. 

DR. BASHAR (CONT'D) 
We spent over four years together 
but you were, uh, disposed. I'm 
Dr. Bashar and this is your team. 
Team, introduce yourselves . 

A silver haired lady, EDNA MONTGOMERY checks an IV in Bruce ' s 
arm. 
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EDNA MONTGOMERY 
(ENGLISH ACCENT) 
I'm Dr. Edna Montgomery Mr. 
Richards , I keep you alive and your 
body healthy when you're under. 

She leans in to inspect his hair line. She lifts his hair 
up and looks at each of the vertical scars. She grunts with 
satisfaction. 

EDNA MONTGOMERY (CONT'D) 
The subject is prepped and ready 
for immersion. 

A lanky man in his mid-forties, SCOTT MORAN, looks over an 
iPad at Bruce. 

SCOTT MORAN 
Scott Moran. Database, storage 
and network. 

A German man, CLAUS SCHNEIDER, with thick black rimmed 
spectacles steps forward. He holds a clipboard under his 
arm. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
I am Dr. Claus Schneider Mr. 
Richards . I am the global 
authority on brain chemistry and I 
specialize in transcranial direct- 
current stimulation. In other 
words , I built the bridge from your 
mind to Oz . 

SCOTT MORAN 
(TO THE ROOM) 
Systems are online and ready! 

DR. BASHAR 
Aiko! Introduce yourself we don't 
have a lot of time. 

A Japanese man, AIKO YOMATA in his mid-twenties sits in front 
of a wall of computer monitors . 

DR. BASHAR (CONT'D) 

Aiko! 

Aiko turns to look at Bruce. He's got spiked blue hair and 
looks like he should be drift racing and not in a lab. 

AIKO YOMATE 
Aiko Yomata, artificial 
intelligence . 
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Dr. Bashar grits his teeth. 



DR. BASHAR 
Aiko is modest. His algorithms 
use thousands of data points for 
each resident of Oz to predict 
behavior with a 99.99999% accuracy 
rating. 



AIKO YOMATE 
Oz is online and ready! 



A Chinese woman, YEI WEI, is looking at virtual depictions of 
DNA strands in a simulation on a semi-transparent screen. 
She peers through the display at Bruce. 



YEI WEI 
(CHINESE ACCENT) 
Welcome back Mr Richards . I am 
Yei Wei and my speciality genetic 
engineering although I hold degree 
in many other field. You can thank 
me that your head not melted yet. 
You may have had impressive eidetic 
memory before but it wasn't enough. 
I gave you the processing to match 
and unlocked parts of your mind. . . 

DIRECTION ROBERT CASE, a man with broad shoulders and a 
square jaw interrupts. 



DIRECTOR CASE 
TMI Yei, he's doesn't need a white 
paper on the subject. 



Director Case takes Bruce 's hand and offers a plastic smile. 



ROBERT CASE 
Robert Case, Director of the 
Communications Security 
Establishment Canada. Better 
known as CSEC. I make sure none of 
this is abused. 



Bruce returns his attention to Bashar, who hovers. 



BRUCE 

What do you do? 



DR. BASHAR 
I taught quantum physics at MIT 
until I joined the Pantokrator 
project. Now I live it. 
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YE I WEI 
Two minutes ! 

Bruce struggles against his restraints. 

BRUCE 

What are you doing to me? I was 
promised answers ! 

People are working quickly moving around the room checking 
readings and equipment. There's a sense of excitement in 
the air. 

DR. BASHAR 
Four years ago you told me that you 
had one goal in life Mr. Richards. 

BRUCE 
And what was that? 

DR. BASHAR 
Knowledge. You said you wanted to 
learn everything there was to 
learn. Languages, art, science, 
music, history, religion. You 
wanted to read every book and see 
every sight. 

BRUCE 

Why don't I remember? 

DR. BASHAR 
Because Mr. Richards, to fill your 
mind we had to empty it first. 

YE I WEI 
Ninety seconds! 

DR. BASHAR 
Life is temporary. What can you 
really learn in a lifetime? A 
couple languages? A trade? An 
instrument? Time is the enemy of 
knowledge? What if you had two 
lifetimes? What if you had 1000 
years, or ten thousands years? 
What would you learn? What could 
you become? 

Bruce dawns a look of realization. 

BRUCE 

You built the Matrix! And you 
locked me in it. 
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Dr. Bashar claps. 

DR. BASHAR 
Genius ! But not how I would put 
it. Oz frees the mind, it isn't a 
prison. 

Pain and despair take over Bruce 's face. 

BRUCE 

It was all fake. A million years 
of pretend. Laura. My people. 

Aiko spins around in his chair. 

AIKO YOMATE 
Don't call my AI fake, its real. 
Each person in Oz is real. The 
places are real. The events are 
real. Really real, from earth. 
My algorithms recreate their 
personalities from their education, 
their medical history, their 
Facebook and their Tweets . News 
from websites, finances, blogs and 
forums around the world drive 
reality in Oz . 

YE I WEI 
Sixty seconds! 

A wide band of brushed metal with a blue LED encircling it 
begins to descend over Bruce 's head. 

DR. BASHAR 
Aiko's right. If someone robs a 
bank in Oz, guaranteed they will 
rob a bank here. If a kid get 
leukemia in Oz , they'll get it 
here. The predictability odds 
drop each year but they are still 
very high. 

SCOTT MORAN 
You passed all my servers when you 
came in? That's what we use them 
for. 

DR. BASHAR 
As real events occur in the world 
they are fed directly into Oz and 
the predictability model is 
updated. 
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CLAUS SCHNEIDER 

(IN GERMAN) 
How is it you understand what I'm 
saying when I speak German? Why 
do you know how to diagnose and 
treat subcutaneous panniculitis or 
play every instrument in 
Tchaikovsky's 4th Symphonie? 

(SWITCHING TO ENGLISH) 
You learned more in four years than 
any human being has learned in the 
history of the human race. This 
is what you asked us for. Don't be 
ungrateful . 

Bruce looks at Robert, the CSEC director. 

BRUCE 

What's in it for you? It can't be 
spying you already have all the 
data. 

The brushed metal band stops right atop Bruce ' s head, like a 
halo. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Believe it or not having access to 
everything brings with it new 
problems . Imagine trying to find 
a needle in a haystack the size of 
the world. We tried army's of 
analysts but there were never 
enough. We tried server farms but 
they were obsolete by the time they 
were racked. We tried quantum 
computing but we could only get a 
handful of qubits for a brief 
period time before we lost 
stability. Then Dr. Bashar came 
to us with an idea. 

YE I WEI 
Thirty seconds! 

EDNA MONTGOMERY 
Beginning propof ol-midazolam drip. 

DR. BASHAR 
Oz was the perfect place to see 
data come together into people, 
places an events but it was 
unstable . 

(MORE) 
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DR. BASHAR (CONT'D) 
We realized that if we could 
introduce real consciousness, a 
human mind, into the quantum 
processing behind it we could 
establish stability through the 
Zeno Effect. 

Bruce ' s eyes grow heavy. 

BRUCE 

So my mind is the anchor that keeps 
Oz running. 

DIRECTOR CASE 

Bingo . 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
And in return you get immortality 
to study, learn and evolve. 

BRUCE 
My abilities? 

YE I WEI 

Amazing what a million years of 
mental evolution with physical DNA 
modification can do. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
If we can militarize and reproduce 
your abilities think of what they 
could do on the battlefield. 



DR. BASHAR 
You will be going to Oz soon Mr. 
Richards . Unfortunately the 
process requires a blank slate so 
you will not remember this 
conversation or anything else for 
that matter. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
It's not fair that you have to 
start over Mr. Richards, this time 
we've made sure there will be no 
interruptions . 

YE I WEI 

Ten! 

DR. BASHAR 
You will have all of eternity to 
relearn, I promise. 
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Bruce fights against the anaesthetic. 

BRUCE 

. . no . . . 

SCOTT MORAN 
Data feeds are active! 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
Brain activity is spiking. 

Small blue sparks begin to emanate between Bruce 's head and 
the metal band, like a human Telsa experiment. 

YE I WEI 

Five! 

Bruce grabs Dr. Bashar's wrist and glares at him. 

BRUCE 

I. . . 

YE I WEI 

Four! 

BRUCE 

won ' t . . . 

YE I WEI 

Three! 

BRUCE 

forget. . . . 

YE I WEI 

Two! 

Bruce eye's close and his hand falls away from Bashar to 
dangle limp. 

DR. BASHAR 

Activate ! 

Bruce 's eyes flutter. There's WHOOSHING SOUND then bright, 
bright light, a tunnel. 



INT. POPE R&D, MAIN FLOOR CORRIDOR - NIGHT 

Agent Jones marches with purpose down the center of a long 
white corridor. Agent Smith and Agent Thug follow behind 
her. She reaches a security gate, swipes with her card 
badge and passes through into the Pope R&D main lobby. 



INT. POPE R&D, LOBBY - NIGHT 



Two security guards rise in attention from their desk as 
Agent Jones storms into the lobby of Pope R&D. She points at 
them. 

AGENT JONES 
No one gets in here! 

They nod and move around the desk. Agent Jones walks to the 
front door and pushes on the handle. 



EXT. POPE R&D - NIGHT 

A futuristic building of black concrete and tinted glass 
stands discretely in the night sky. A mob of about twenty 
people, including Rand's entourage, huddle near the main 
entrance. More people stream in from the street 400 feet 
away. 

In the center of the group Rand, Laura and Mary face off 
against Peter Pope. 

The main door opens and Agent Jones powers out with the other 
agents in tow. She inserts herself in front of Peter to 
face Rand. 

AGENT JONES 
Go inside Mr. Pope. 

PETER 

Excuse me? I was handling this. 

Peter tries to regain his position across from Rand but Agent 
Thug prevents it. 

AGENT JONES 
Take him inside. 

PETER 
You can't do this! 

Agent Thug twists Peter's arm behind his back and pushes him 
toward the door against his will. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Get your hands off me! This is MY 
COMPANY ! 

Peter is pushed into the main entrance of Pope R&D leaving 
the two agents to face the mob. 

Rand locks eyes with Agent Jones . 
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RAND 

We're here for Bruce and we're not 
leaving till we have him. 

AGENT JONES 
This is private property and Andrew 
is a volunteer under contract. Go 
home or you'll be dealt with. 

RAND 

Going to drop us into a hole and 
fill it with cement? No, I don't 
think so. We're not going 
anywhere . 

Agent Smith takes a step toward Rand. He's close enough so 
that only Rand can hear him. 

AGENT JONES 
I thought we learned our lesson Mr. 
Trent. You can't win a game when 
you don't make the rules. Don't 
push us . 

Rand looks him in the eye. 

RAND 
Free Bruce. 

He raises his voice. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Free Bruce. 

He yells it. Agent Smith returns to stand beside Agent Jones 

RAND (CONT'D) 
Free Bruce! 

Mary and Laura join in. 

RAND /MARY /LAURA 
Free Bruce! 

The chant spreads to a dozen voices. 

DOZEN VOICE 
Free Bruce! Free Bruce! Free 
Bruce! 

Agent Jones's mouth widens into a creepy smile. She leans 
in to speak to Agent Smith. 
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AGENT JONES 
Push them back. 

Agent Smith issues a command into a microphone on his wrist. 

AGENT SMITH 

Assemble . 

The sound of many footsteps on pavement. CLACK, CLACK, 
CLACK, CLACK. Its an intimidating sound and the mob are 

momentarily unsettled. The chanting ceases. 

Dozens of agents stream out from both sides of the building. 
They move in unison like the vertebrae of a serpent. The 
main door of Pope R&D opens behind them and more agents pour 
out. 

About four dozen agents in black suits position themselves 
shoulder to shoulder and form a tight line with their back to 
the building. Each agent holds a black and yellow stun gun 
ahead of them. 

AGENT SMITH (CONT'D) 

Forward! 

The line of agents take a synchronized step forward. CLACK. 

AGENT SMITH (CONT'D) 

Forward! 

CLACK. 

The mob back away as the agents take another step forward. 

Mary looks at the faces around her. She sees the 
uncertainty and makes up her mind. 

MARY 
Free Bruce! 

She screams and takes a kamikaze run at the agents . 

MARY (CONT'D) 

Ahhhhhh ! 

Their training kicks in and the agents move swiftly. Two 
agents thrust their shock-baton's at Mary before she reaches 
the line. They strike Mary in the chest and she collapses on 
the ground, shuttering and convulsing. 

Tattoo and Laura run forward. They grab Mary under the arms 
and pull her back. 
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RAND 

Retreat to the road! 
The mob break and scurry back to the road. 

The agents keep marching forward like a deadly army. CLACK. 
CLACK. CLACK. 



INT. FISHER RARE BOOK LIBRARY (OZ) - DAY 

Bruce finds himself inside a large octagon shaped building. 
Above him are six vertical stories full of shelves that are 
lined wall to wall with books . From the bottom floor he 
can look up and see past transparent railings to each level 
above. Its more a literary cathedral than a library. 

LIBRARIAN 

(O.C. ) 

Can I help you? 

A kindly looking lady with shoulder length white hair and 
plastic rimmed glasses, the LIBRARIAN, watches him 
inquisitively . 

LIBRARIAN (CONT'D) 
Looking for a particular book? 

He scans around the library floor and sees many average 
students, teachers and studious people behaving as one would 
expect them to. 

BRUCE 

Book? 

LIBRARIAN 
Is there a subject you're 
researching? 

BRUCE 

Subject? 

The librarian eyes him cautiously. Bruce holds his hands 
out in front of his eyes and inspects them. He gives every 
indication of someone in the grips of a drug induced trip. 

The librarian scans the floor until she puts eyes on a 
SECURITY GUARD. She waves him over. 
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INT. FISHER RARE BOOK LIBRARY, ST. GEORGE ST. (OZ) - DAY 

Fisher Rare Book library is a tall misshaped cement building. 
The main doors open and the security guard pushes Bruce out 
and escorts him down a wide staircase. The guard lets 
Bruce ' s arm go when they reach the sidewalk in the front of 
the building. 

SECURITY GUARD 
Get help dude. 

The guard turns and heads back up the stairs, leaving Bruce 
with other pedestrians on the sidewalk near the intersection 
of St. George and Harbord street. 

Bruce stares out at the street in front of him and watches 
the cars zoom past. His eye settles on tall buildings in the 
Toronto skyline and he follows their lines up to the sky 
where he watches big white clouds float along against a 
perfect blue background. Canadian geese fly past in large 
V formations and provide a song of BARKING-HONKS to all those 
beneath. 

The St. George traffic light turns green and pedestrians 
begin to cross. Bruce gets caught among them and steps onto 
the road. 

Bruce is midway across the street when his eyes focus on a 
blue Toronto Star newspaper box on the corner. He stops and 
reads the headline in the display, "Terrorists Threaten 
Medical Research Center". Below the headline is a a photo 
of a man (RAND) screaming something with an intense 
expression on his face. 

Bruce squints at the photo with recognition in his eye. 
He takes a step toward it. 

A HORN sounds. Tires screech. A blue pickup truck slams 
head-on into Bruce. 

Bruce flips over the grill, SMASHES violently into the 
windshield then somersaults in the air before crashing onto 
the pavement behind the truck. There's an unnatural WHACK as 
his body hits the pavement. 

The truck skids to a halt in the middle in the intersection. 
The elderly driver, WENDALL, opens his door and maneuvers out 
of the truck. He limps back on a bad leg to check on Bruce. 
Bruce lies on his back blinking up into the sky - not a cut 
or scratch on him. 



WENDALL 
(SCOTTISH ACCENT) 
Are you okay? I had the green. 
You just stepped right in front of 
the truck. There was nothing I 
could do. 

Bruce pats his chest. He sits up. 

BRUCE 

I'm fine. Who is Rand? 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - NIGHT 

The brushed metal band continues to throw small blue 
lightening bolts into Bruce 's head as he lays on the dental- 
like chair in a deep sleep. 

The team circle around him. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
His brain waves are erratic, what 
happened? ! 

Aiko reads code from one of the monitors . 

AIKO YOMATE 
He was hit by a truck. 

Edna stands over Bruce, reading measures off of a monitoring 
machine . 

EDNA MONTGOMERY 
Vital 's are fine, calm down folks. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
Why did he leave the library? He 
loves the library? 

AIKO YOMATE 
Not fine, he recognized Rand. 

DR. BASHAR 
That's impossible. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
Residue memories can exist like 
ghosts in the mind if they are 
strong enough. It should fade as 
long as it isn't reinforced. 



Director Case walks to Aiko. 



DIRECTOR CASE 
Who hit him? 



Aiko looks at code. 

AIKO YOMATE 
Wendall Arbutus . 

Director Case punches the name into a BlackBerry. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Wendall Arbutus , immigrated to 
Canada from Scotland when he was 
twenty. Retired small engine 
repair business owner. Not 
married. Lives alone. Oh oh. 

DR. BASHAR 

What? 

Robert looks up from the BlackBerry. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
He's a conspiracy theorist. 

DR. BASHAR 
That's not good. 

YE I WEI 
Why is that not good? 

DR. BASHAR 
Mr. Richard is the perfect subject 
because he's an introvert. By his 
very nature he spends most of his 
time reading books alone. At 
least for the first few years while 
it counts. He doesn't make waves 
that change Oz in any significant 
way from here so predictability 
remains high. This Mr. Arbutus is 
an agitator. Not a good mix. 

He turns to Aiko. 

DR. BASHAR (CONT'D) 
What's he doing now? 

Aiko checks through code. 

AIKO YOMATE 
This Wendall guy took him home. 
He's been staying on his couch for 
about a week. 
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Director Case leans in close to Dr. Bashard. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
What if we remove this 'Wendall' 
from here? Will that remove his 
influence on Bruce in Oz? 

DR. BASHAR 
You want to kill him for real? 

AIKO YOMATE 
Oz couldn't have predicted that. 
There will be a hiccup. I can't 
say what it will do. Probably not 
good. 

Director Case's BlackBerry rings. He looks at the caller ID 
and steps away. 

DIRECTOR CASE 

Yes sir? 



He listens. 



DIRECTOR CASE (CONT'D) 
What do you mean a protest? 



EXT. POPE R&D - NIGHT 

Twenty protesters have turned into a five hundred and more 
stream in. They own the sidewalks and streets circling Pope 
R&D. News vans and media outlets intermingle with the crowd. 

Protesters include teenagers, moms, senior citizens and every 
other category of society. Hundreds of them wear Guy Fawkes 
masks . 

Rand stands on the roof of a car yelling into a microphone. 

RAND 

Free Bruce! Free Bruce! Free 
Bruce! 

A thousand voices join him. A dozen news camera's shoot up 
in his direction. Rand wears the same intense expression 
that was captured on the newspaper in Oz . 



INT. WENDALL 'S APARTMENT, KITCHEN (OZ) - DAY 

Bruce sits at a round kitchen table across from Wendall. The 
kitchen they sit in is small and tired and fitting for an old 
bachelor. 



Wendall stares at the screen of a laptop that rests on the 
table in front of him. Bruce reads, 'Astrophysics of Planet 
Formation' by Philip J. Armitage across from him. 

WENDELL 

Another UFO spotted above Niagara 
Falls. That's over 2000 in Canada 
this year alone. 

BRUCE 
(NOT INTERESTED) 
That's interesting. 

Wendall shifts the laptop to see Bruce. 

WENDELL 
Yes, IT is interesting. 

Bruce semi-ignores him. Wendall looks at the book in 
disgust. 

WENDELL (CONT'D) 
Why do you read that crap Laddie? 

Bruce turns the book to look at its title. 

BRUCE 

Its science. Its real. I like to 
learn things. 

WENDELL 
And UFO's aren't real? 

BRUCE 
I didn't say that. 

WENDELL 
But you thought it. 

BRUCE 

I don't know, I never thought about 
it. Probably not. 

Bruce lifts the book to keep reading. 

WENDELL 
Know what your problem is? 

Bruce sighs and lowers the book. 



BRUCE 
What's that? 
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WENDELL 

You think that knowledge is about 
learning everything that's already 
been learnt. 

Wendall shifts his laptop so that Bruce can see the screen. 
Its showing a forum index for a webpage called 'ATS - Above 
Top Secret'. Headings below the page banner show things 
like, "9/11 Conspiracies", "Area 51", "Aliens Among Us", 
"Ancient & Lost Civilizations", "Paranormal Studies", 
"Chemtrails", "GMO's" and "The After Life". 

WENDELL (CONT'D) 
I'm no fool. There's more fiction 
than fact in these pages and 
probably a lot of misinformation 
but its not all fiction. There's 
a whole world Laddie of things 
unknown or purposely hidden from 
us. This is real knowledge. 
You can read a million books but 
they'll only tell you that human 
beings don't know jack shit about 
what's really happening. 

Bruce acknowledges Wendall politely then moves to go back to 
reading. Out of the corner of his eye he notices something 
on the corner of the laptop screen. 

BRUCE 

Can I see that for a sec? 
Wendell indulges in a perceived victory. 

WENDELL 

Of course. 

He pushes the laptop toward Bruce. Bruce moves the mouse to 
a forum headline that reads, "The government is holding my 
boyfriend hostage" . He clicks the link and it goes to a 
forum posting. 

"It's been almost four weeks since Pope R&D took my boyfriend 
and murdered our friend Randolph Trent. The police don't 
care. Newspapers won't talk to me. I am watched 
constantly. No one believes me. I'm afraid to leave my 
apartment . " 

Bruce hits "Reply" . 

He types, "I think I can help. Where can we meet?" 



EXT. POPE R&D, STREET - NIGHT 



The mob continues to swell. Thousands. The line of 
agents, now far outnumbered by protesters, are bolstered by 
uniformed police in riot gear who fall in beside them. 

Protesters carry signs that read, 'Free Bruce' and many hold 
phones up to live stream the event. 

Rand stands in the center of a circle of news reporters with 
cameras and microphones in his face. 

RAND 

How can a private company hold a 
citizen against his will? Why are 
police, federal agents and private 
security guards working together 
against regular Canadian citizens? 
People need to know there is more 
than meets the eye going on here. 

Andrea Piunno from CityTV news calls out a question. 

ANDREA PIUNNO 
Pope R&D has issued a statement 
declaring this is a terrorist 
motivated event. How do you 
respond? 

RAND 

Terrorism? The Ace shown this 
early in the evening? We must be 
getting through. 

ANDREA PIUNNO 
That's not a response. 

RAND 

Okay, how's this. John Stuart 
Mill once said, 'It often happens 
that the universal belief of one 
age, a belief from which no one was 
free or could be free without 
extraordinary effort of genius or 
courage, becomes to a subsequent 
age so palpable an absurdity that 
the only difficulty is to imagine 
how such an idea could have ever 
appeared so credible.' 

Rand's eyes pass over their faces. 
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RAND (CONT'D) 
This isn't terrorism. We are 
fighting in idea's and beliefs. I 
am asking each one of you to show 
extraordinary courage. See's 
what's really going on and tell the 
real story here. 

Laura leans in and whispers something in his ear. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
That's all I have to say right now. 

Laura leads Rand away from the front lines through the crowd 
and into an alley. Once they are alone Rand stops and faces 
Laura. 

RAND (CONT'D) 
We need to be out there to keep 
things going. What's so 
important? 

LAURA 

Him. 

Laura points toward a dumpster. A shadowy figure emerges 
from it and walks toward them. Its Peter Pope. 

RAND 

What the hell do you want Pope I 
PETER 

You want to rescue your friend? 
RAND 

I'm listening. 

PETER 

Then do exactly as I say. 



INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT, STAIRCASE, DOOR (OZ) - DAY 

Laura descends her apartment staircase towards the front 
door. Her hair is a little shorter. She seems older. 

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK. 

LAURA 

Coming! 

She pulls the door open. Oz-Bruce stands in the doorway 
staring back at her. Wendall is beside him. 
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Laura's face lights up and she lunges through the doorway and 
hugs him. He doesn't reciprocate. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
Bruce!? You're okay!? 

She kisses him. He doesn't kiss back. She pulls away, 
uncertain. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
How did you escape? 

Bruce and Wendall share a look that says, 'she must be 
crazy' . 

BRUCE 

Do we know each other? 

Wendall lowers his voice and leans towards Bruce. 

WENDALL 
(SOTTO) 

That's why we don't meet the 
conspiracy friends in real life 
laddie . 

Laura looks past Bruce to the street. A white van with 
tinted windows is parked fifteen feet away. 

LAURA 

Come inside, quickly. 



INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT - (OZ) DAY 

Laura's apartment has aged as well. Her wall of window 
flowers are wilted, brown and drying. Wendall and Bruce sit 
on the couch opposite Laura. 

Wendall is speaking and using exaggerated hand gestures to 
help tell the story. 

WENDALL 

He should have been dead. Put in 
the hospital anyway. I hit him 
square on doing sixty and he 
flipped up and over my truck like a 
Russian gymnast. But he didn't 
have a mark on him. He just got 
off the pavement and walked around. 

Laura and Wendall wait for Bruce to comment. He shrugs. 
Wendall puts two fingers next to his temple and taps. 



WENDALL (CONT'D) 
But something wasn't right with his 
noggin. Some kind of amnesia. I 
figured I should help him till he 
got back on his feet. It was the 
least I could do. He's been 
staying with me ever since. 

LAURA 

But this isn't possible. 

BRUCE 
Why's that? 

LAURA 

Because last time I saw you, you 
were unconscious and locked 33 
stories underground. 

BRUCE 

That's when this "Rand" person 
died? 

LAURA 

That's right! You remember him? 
Bruce shakes his head. 

BRUCE 

Its endless deja vu. Like someone 
took the memories but forgot to 
take the feelings that go with 
them. 

The expression of confusion on Laura face morphs into sudden 
understanding. She turns back to Wendall. 

LAURA 
This can't be. 

WENDELL 

What? 

LAURA 

You're sure there wasn't a scratch 
on him when you hit him? 

WENDALL 
Not even a bruise. 

Laura gets up suddenly and walks into the kitchen. 
Wendall and Bruce share a puzzled expression. 
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She returns a moment later with something concealed in her 
hand. She sits across from Bruce. 

LAURA 

I want to give you something. 
Show me your palm? 

BRUCE 

Why? 

LAURA 

Just do it Bruce. Snap. Snap. 

Bruce extends his palm to Laura. She takes his hand then 
shows the knife she was concealing. Before he has time to 
register she makes a quick slice across his hand. 

He yells and pulls it back reflexively. Wendall jumps up 
and takes a step back. 

WENDALL 

She's crazy! I warned you. Lets 
get out of here laddie! 

Laura stands and points at Bruce ' s hand. 

LAURA 
Look at it! 

BRUCE 

No! We're leaving! 

LAURA 
Look at it! 

Bruce opens his hand to look at the cut. There is nothing 
there. His skin looks perfect. 

BRUCE 

What the? 

Wendall grabs Bruce 's hand and inspects it. 

Laura gets up and starts pacing. She holds her hands out 
and examines her skin. 

LAURA 

Can it be? 

WENDALL 
That's impossible. 

She stops and faces them. 



LAURA 

Bruce can't get hurt in Oz . 



BRUCE 

You're going to have to start 
making sense. 

Laura sits again. 

LAURA 

I'm going to tell you everything a 
man named Peter Pope told me and it 
will sound impossible. 



EXT. POPE R&D, TUNNEL - NIGHT 

Laura and Rand follow Peter through a long dark tunnel that 
appears seldom accessed. Dozens of metal pipes run along 
wet concrete walls under a ceiling about six feet high. 

PETER 

And that's everything I know. Oz 
is a crystal ball they can use to 
look into the future and see how 
events will play out. Last time 
they had to wake Andrew up to reset 
the system. That's when he 
escaped. This time, they've 
rebuilt it so they can reset it 
whenever they need to. 

LAURA 

So right now Bruce is living in 
this Oz place and he has no idea 
its not real? 

PETER 

It would feel real. The Al-people 
would think they are real. This 
could be Oz and we wouldn't know 
it. 

LAURA 

How do we get him out? 

They come to an alcove with a metal latter poking out from a 
round hole in the ground. Peter, Rand and Laura gather 
around the top of it and peer down. It seems to descend 
into endless darkness. 

PETER 
We go down there. 



RAND 

How do we know this isn't a trap? 
How do we know we can trust you? 

PETER 

When we met at your party and I 
told you how important our work 
was, you dismissed me. Everyone 
did. 

RAND 

I didn't understand it, that's all. 
PETER 

No, you dismissed the man which 
meant the work didn't matter. 

He looks down the long shaft below. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
All this going on right beneath my 
feet? I don't want to be dismissed 
anymore . 

RAND 

You get one chance Peter. The 
second I suspect you are lying 
you'll be sorry. 

Laura brushes past them and grabs the latter. 

LAURA 

That will do for me. Lets get 
Bruce . 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - NIGHT 

The macabre experiment continues in the vault, 33 stories 
below ground. The team of scientists and technicians work 
around Bruce who is unconscious in the chair. 

Aiko watches code on his computer monitors . 

AIKO YOMATE 
Predictability down to 9 6%! 

DR. BASHAR 
We need to reset. 

Director Case appears calculating in his agency suit. 



DIRECTOR CASE 
We're missing something here. 
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Edna checks the health monitor. 

EDNA MONTGOMERY 
Vitals holding strong. 

Aiko spins in his chair toward Director Case and Dr. Bashar. 
He has a look of true amazement in his eyes 

AIKO YOMATE 
This is wild. 

DIRECTOR CASE 

What? 

AIKO YOMATE 
One of my AI in Oz knows she's AI! 
This is like a huge evolutionary 
step. 

DR. BASHAR 
It's not wild its a disaster. We 
need to reset! 

DIRECTOR CASE 

Who? 

AIKO YOMATE 
Laura, Bruce... Andrew's 
girlfriend. She's telling Bruce 's 
avatar in Oz about what happened to 
his real body back here. Do you 
realize how incredible this is? 

DIRECTOR CASE 
How does she even know about Oz? 

Aiko searches code. 

AIKO YOMATE 
Pope told her all about it. 

DIRECTOR CASE 

When? 

Aiko searches. His face lights up. 

AIKO YOMATE 
When he helped her and Rand try to 
rescue Andrew. 



DIRECTOR CASE 
Rescue? When!? 



AIKO YOMATE 

Amazing ! 

DIRECTOR CASE 

Aiko! 

AIKO YOMATE 

Tonight! 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Details Aiko, details. Stop 
making this difficult! 

Aiko searches. 

AIKO YOMATE 

Peter leads Laura and Rand down to Aiko looks up at Agent 
Case. 

AIKI YOMATE 
You kill Rand. There is a 99.99% 
accuracy that this will happen in 
less than an hour. 

Robert grins like a wolf. He picks up a phone and puts it to 
his ear. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Jones, I need you and your team 
down here immediately. 

DR. BASHAR 
Stop! What are you doing? 

Director Case puts the phone away. 

DR. BASHAR (CONT'D) 
There was 99.99% chance the rescue 
was going fail. You just changed 
the scenario. That changed the 
odds . 

DIRECTOR CASE 
I make my own odds . 



INT. LAURA'S STORETOP APARTMENT, LIVING AREA (OZ) - DAY 

Laura faces Wendall and Bruce in her apartment. They all 
digest the incredible story they just heard. 
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WENDALL 

Let me get this straight. This is 
all some computer simulation? 
The real me is living a real life 
somewhere else? 

LAURA 

I can't think of any other 
possibility. 

Wendall bellows a laugh. 

WENDALL 

You can't? I can. I can think of 
about a million other possibilities 
that are more likely. And I'm a 
conspiracy theorist. 

Laura gets up and walks to a cupboard where she removes 
something. She returns and puts the maple box in front of 
Bruce . 

BRUCE 

Its not another knife is it? Even 
if I can't be hurt, it still hurts. 

LAURA 

Open it. 

Bruce opens the lid and lifts away the black velvet. The 
black and gold spear lays at the bottom of the box. Bruce 
takes it and picks it up. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 
You remember what this is? 

BRUCE 

No. But I know its important to 
me. 

WENDALL 
Is that what I think it us? 

Wendall performs the Sign of the Cross then reaches out and 
takes the spear from Bruce. He flips it over in his hands 
inspecting it. 

BRUCE 

You say that time moves differently 
here? Like a dream where a whole 
night can be lived in a couple 
seconds . 
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LAURA 

That's how Peter explained it. 
BRUCE 

If I experienced a million years in 
Oz during four years of 'real 
world' time before than this time I 
may have just gone to sleep. This 
rescue attempt you talk about 
probably hasn't even happened yet. 
We might be able to save Rand's in 
the real world. 

LAURA 

So what do we do now? 
BRUCE 

We need to wake me up. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, SUB-FLOOR - NIGHT 

The Level 33 sub-floor is five feet from floor to ceiling and 
packed with thick cables and tubing. The loud HUM of a huge 
industrial air conditioning condensers is deafening. 

A roof tile pops down and crashes on the ground. Legs 
appear then Laura drops down and onto a large metal electric 
box. He shuffles onto the ground as Peter drops next 
followed by Rand. 

LAURA 

I was starting to lose hope that 
there was a bottom. How far did 
we come? 

PETER 

We're over 3 00 feet down. 
Laura shivers and hugs herself. 

LAURA 

I thought hell would be warmer. 

Rand bends over and look around. 

RAND 
Where are we? 

PETER 

Underneath one of the largest 
server farms in the world. This 
runs in a grid for miles in every 
direction. 
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RAND 

Where are they keeping Bruce? 
Peter checks left, then right, forward and backwards. 

PETER 

This way. 

He starts walking beside a huge white pipe. Laura and Rand 
follow. 

RAND 
Hi ho, hi ho. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - NIGHT 

Agent Jones talks with Director Case. Agent Smith and Agent 
Thug wait near the door. 

Claus Schneider watches a monitor with tiny solid squares 
writing line after line across the screen. He looks from the 
monitor to Bruce. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
Incredible . 

DR. BASHAR 

What? 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
He's unblocking his memory. Sector 
by sector. 

DR. BASHAR 
Impossible. 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
Impossible or not, he's doing it. 

Director Case turns from Agent Jones . 

ROBERT CASE 
It doesn't matter. Peter is 
leading Rand and Laura to this room 
as we speak. When they arrive, 
we'll have a surprise for them. 



DR. BASHAR 

Then what? 



DIRECTOR CASE 
Once they're out of the way we'll 
reboot and start clean. 

(MORE) 
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DIRECTOR CASE (CONT'D) 
No newspaper headlines or old 
friends in Oz will mean Bruce... 
Andrew will be able to get back to 
business . 



EXT. POPE R&D, STREET - (OZ ) DAY 

Wendall, Laura and Bruce huddle on the sidewalk across the 
street from Pope R&D. They inspect the building. 

WENDALL 

Doesn't look like the heart of evil 
from here. 

LAURA 

Its not what's on top. Its what's 
underneath. 

Bruce takes a step toward the building when Wendall puts a 
hand on his shoulder. 

WENDALL 

Bruce or whatever your name is, 
this is nuts. Look around. How 
can all this not real? 

Bruce taps his temple. 

BRUCE 

Its coming back to me Wendall. 
I've lived here before. I know 
what it is . 

WENDALL 

Okay, say this crazy story is 
right. You've got a life here 
son. Real is just a word. How 
do you know the other place isn't 
just a different Oz? Is it worth 
it? 

Bruce put his own hand on Wendall 's shoulder. 

BRUCE 

I've got a friend on the other side 
Wendall. He's going to die trying 
to save me. He's worth it. 

Wendall contemplates . 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
The illuminati have him. 
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Wendall grins. 

WENDALL 
Okay Laddie. Count me in. 

Laura points towards the back entrance that led to the 
tunnel. 

LAURA 

We can get to the tunnel back 
there. Its not a fun trip but 
it'll get us there. 

Bruce turns back to Pope R&D. He gazes at the main 
entrance . 

BRUCE 

No more hiding. 
His eyes go hard. 

BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
This time we go through the main 
entrance . 

He strides across the parking lot towards Pope R&D. Wendall 
and Laura rush to keep up behind him. 



EXT. POPE R&D, STREET - NIGHT 

The crowd fill the street in the many thousands all the way 
around Pope R&D. News choppers shine spotlights down upon 
them. Mary stands in the middle of it holding a megaphone 
and yelling to the crowd. 

Oliver has joined the scene and gives direction to the 
police, guards and agents. 

He notices Mary watching him and offers her a smug grin. 



INT. POPE R&D, LOBBY - (OZ) DAY 

Two security guards watch monitors in the main lobby of Pope 
R&D. The door crashes open. Bruce rushes in and heads 
directly toward them. Laura and Wendall follow quickly 
behind him. 

The guards watch Bruce cross the lobby in large quick 
strides . 

BRUCE 

Your badges now! 
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The guards jump to their feet and scramble to pull guns. 

Bruce leaps the security desk and kicks the first guard in 
the chest. The guard flies back and smashes against a 
marble wall, cracking a tile and sliding to the ground. 

The second guard draws but Bruce grabs the weapon out of his 
hand. He spins the gun around and pistol whips the guard 
unconscious with one blow. 

Wendall stares in amazement. 

WENDALL 

Wow. 

Bruce rips the guards 's badge off its lanyard then moves to 
the badge scanner. He swipes the guard's badge against the 
scanner and the scissor doors slide open. 

BRUCE 

Lets go. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33 - NIGHT 

Peter leads Laura and Rand down a long corridor in the heart 
of Level 33. The sound of fans and forced airflow is loud 
around them. 

Rand looks at the refrigerator-sized servers /appliances they 
pass on either side of the corridor that run like a grid for 
as far as the eye can see. He reads the signs, 

Instragram, Bank of America, etc. as they pass them. A 
sadness crosses his face. 

RAND 

It's true isn't it? 

PETER 
What's that? 

RAND 

Privacy in the world is dead. 
PETER 

It always was Rand. The illusion 
of privacy is the only fatality 
here. 

Voices come from the ahead in the corridor. Peter and Laura 
duck into an isle and hide behind one of the servers. Rand 
goes the other way and stands in the shadow of a recess in 
the wall. 
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Two guards approach and halt right in the path between them. 
One of the guards appears to be listening to an ear piece. 

GUARD 
(INTO MICROPHONE) 
No ma'am, no sign of them yet. 

Laura and Rand's eyes meet. Rand is a foot away from the 
second guard and barely concealed by shadows . He pushes back 
as far against the wall as he can squeeze. 

Rand closes his hand into a fist then points at the guards, 
wordlessly suggesting they should try to overtake them. 
Laura shakes her head, 'no'. 

GUARD 1 
(INTO MICROPHONE) 
I will. 

The first guard looks at his partner. 

GUARD 1 (CONT'D) 
She doesn't want them to know we 
know they're coming. Everyone's 
heading up to the top to wait for 
further orders . 

GUARD 2 

Figures. Finally some action and 
she sends us away. I have to find 
another job. 

The guards continue and disappear around a corner. 

Rand, Laura and Peter come out of hiding and meet in the 
corridor. Rand takes a step toward Peter. 

RAND 

How do they know we're coming 
Peter? 

PETER 

How am I supposed to know? 
Rand steps up to Peter until they are chin to chin. 

RAND 

It seemed a little convenient 
didn't it. This sudden case of 
consciousness. Is there something 
you're not telling us? 



Peter doesn't back down. 
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PETER 

I'm risking my company and my life 
here you idiot. What else do I 
have to do? 

Laura slips between the men and pushes them back. 

LAURA 

There's a thousand live camera's 
outside and we've been missing for 
the last hour. It isn't too hard 
to figure out something's up. The 
question is what do we do now? 

PETER 

Rand I'm an jerk. I know that. 
I screwed up. I know that too. 
I'm trying to make it right. 

Rand paces back and forth. He leans on a server with 
"Facebook" written on it and rakes a finger through his hair. 
His eyes focus on the LED displaying - 449. 49° F. A thought 
comes to him. 

RAND 

They've set a trap and are waiting 
for us to walk right into it? 

PETER 

It would appear that way. 
Rand looks at the Facebook sign again. 

RAND 

What do you think it would take to 
draw them out? 



INT. POPE R&D, MAIN FLOOR CORRIDOR - (OZ) DAY 

Bruce leads Laura and Wendall down a long white hallway lined 
with doors on either side. 

LAURA 
Where are we going? 

BRUCE 
Pope's office. 

Four guards appear from an intersection ahead. They have 
their weapons drawn and approach confidently. A GUARD with 
spiked BLOND hair leads the group. 
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BLOND GUARD 
Stop and lay on the floor! 

Bruce doesn't falter. He keeps walking like a T1000, 
towards them. 

BLOND GUARD (CONT'D) 
Lay down or we will fire! 

Bruce keep walking. He's 8 feet away. The blond guard 
fires a single shot. The BANG is deafening in the closed 
hallway. 

Bruce takes the bullet on the shoulder. He is pushed back 
violently with the force of the impact. 

Laura's hand goes to her mouth. Wendall is stunned. 

Bruce stops and looks down at his shoulder where the wound 
should be - no blood. He looks back up towards the guards 
and sets his jaw. He continues towards them. 

Confidence is replaced with uncertainty on the guard's faces. 

BLOND GUARD (CONT'D) 

Fire ! 

The guards open fire and unload their weapons point blank 
into Bruce. Bruce stutters with each hit but keeps moving 
forward. 

He reaches the blond guard first and unleashes and flurry of 
blows . He guard drops and Bruce moves on to the other 
three. The guards abandon their guns and attempt a 
coordinated attack but Bruce is too quick. Kicks and 

punches fire while Bruce dances in and around them. 

Ten second later Bruce looks down at the unconscious bodies 
around him. 

Then. BOOM! The whole world seems to shake. 

LAURA 

Bruce! 

Bruce turns to find Laura and Wendall on the ground. He 
runs to them. 

BRUCE 
What happened? 

LAURA 

I don't know. It just hit me like 
a Shockwave wave. 
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INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT 

In the vault a loud alarm repeats over and over. BWEEP, 
BWEEP, BWEEP. 

Scott Moran is tapping and swiping frantically on his tablet. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
What the hell was that! 

Scott taps something and the alarms shut off. 

SCOTT MORAN 
We lost Facebook 1 & 2 . The system 
rerouted to our redundant backup, 
we're back to 100%. 

DR. BASHAR 
How do we lose two primaries at the 
same time?! 

Scott's eyes are on the tablet. 

SCOTT MORAN 
Looks like cooling failed. We 
lost Kelvin and the quantum cores 
burned up. 

The alarm starts again. BWEEP, BWEEP. 

ROBERT CASE 

What now? 

SCOTT MORAN 
Damn! We just lost Snapchat. 
What the hell's happening? 

DR. BASHAR 
Why are you waiting? Get out 
there and check! 

Scott runs to the door, opens it and disappears. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
This is sabotage. Trent is trying 
to take down Oz. 

Director Case turns to Agent Jones and her lackies . 

ROBERT CASE 
New plan. Find them and end this! 

AGENT JONES 

Yes sir. 
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Agent Jones motions to Agent Smith and Agent Thug and the 
three of them walk to the door and exit the vault . 

DR. BASHAR 
You did this ! 

Director Case spins back to find Dr. Bashar pointing a finger 
in his face. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
What are you talking about now 
Bashar? 

DR. BASHAR 
We've lost predictability. You 
changed things and now we don't 
know what's going to happen. 

Director Case opens his mouth to respond but thinks again. 
The BWEEP, BWEEP, BWEEP continues in the background. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Somebody turn off that God damn 
alarm! 



INT. POPE R&D, PETER POPE'S OFFICE - (OZ) DAY 

Laura and Wendall stand near the door to Peter's (old) office 
while Bruce shuffles through the desk. 

LAURA 

What are you looking for? 
BRUCE 

A lever or button or something. 

There's a loud BANG on the door. The door pulses inward but 
holds. Many voices shout from the other side. More 
banging - they are trying to knock down the door. 

Bruce ' s finger moves over a piece of wood that appears worn. 
He presses in on it and there's a CLICK. 

Beside Wendall a display shelf slides aside revealing a 
stainless steel door. The door slides open and an elevator 
waits inside. 

Wendall looks it up and down. 

WENDALL 
Rich guys have everything. 



Another BANG on the door and the frame cracks and splinters . 
The door pushes in but the latch somehow holds. Hands 
appear around the frame and work to open it the rest of the 
way. 

BRUCE 

Into the elevator, quickly! 

They run into the elevator and the door closes behind them as 
a dozen agents rush into the office. 



INT. POPE R&D, LIFT - (OZ) DAY 

Laura, Wendall and Bruce stand in the little metal room 
staring up at an indicator above the doors. Outside the 
elevator the guards try to pry open the elevator doors . 

After a moment. 

LAURA 
We're not moving. 

They look at the buttons and notice the badge scanner. Bruce 
reaches into his pocket and pulls the guard's badge out. He 
holds it against the scanner. There is a BEEP and the 
light flashes red. He tries again with the same results. 

LAURA (CONT'D) 

What now? 

Bruce puts his palm on the scanner and closes his eyes. 

WENDALL 
What's he doing? 

LAURA 

Quiet. 

A moment later the light on the scanner turns green. The 
elevator car begins to descend. 

WENDALL 

Amazing . 
INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33 - NIGHT 

Scott Moran rushes down a corridor in Level 33. He holds his 
tablet in front him following a digital map with his server 
topology like a GPS. 

He turns a corner where the map shows a flashing red server- 
icon then halts in his tracks. 



192. 



Rand stands in a server isle beside a box with a ' Linkedln' 
plaque on it. He has one leg propped against the server and 
uses a long metal bar to pry copper piping away from it. He 
pulls the bar. There's a cracking-snapping sound as the pipe 
breaks. A burst of white Freon jets from its severed end. 

A red light flashes above the server and the needle on the 
temperature gage begins to rise quickly. 

SCOTT MORAN 

Hey! 

Rand stops like a Raccoon under a flashlight and looks at 
Scott. 

RAND 

What? 

SCOTT MORAN 

Stop that! 

Laura and Peter appear behind Scott. Laura holds a sharp 
piece of metal to his throat. 

SCOTT MORAN (CONT'D) 

Crap. 



INT. POPE R&D, LIFT - (OZ) DAY 

Laura, Wendall and Bruce stand in the elevator staring up at 
the indicator above the doors. The elevator stops at 33. 

The door slides open to reveal a futuristic landscape of 
computers, glass and cabling as far as the eye can see. 

BRUCE 

Welcome to hell. 

As if on queue, half a dozen guard shuffle from either of the 
elevator opening. They must have been waiting in ambush. 
They each carry a sub-machine gun and they fall into a semi 
circle with their weapons aimed towards the elevator. 

Wendall dodges in front of Laura as the guards open fire. 
Bursts of muzzle-fire are accompanied by the RAT-TAT-TAT of 
half a dozen guns firing at once. 

Bruce charges them as bullets riddle his body. He hits the 
line like a bowling ball sending guards toppling. He grabs 
the gun of the guard in the middle and turns it on his 
comrades, aiming low. The semi-circle breaks quickly and 
the guards turn to flee as Bruce unloads the machine gun 
magazine . 
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He hits them in their legs and they drop and squirm of the 
ground. After a moment he's the only one standing. 
In juried agents moan all around him. 

LAURA 

(O.C. ) 
Bruce! 

Bruce turns to find Laura cradling Wendall in her arms on the 
floor of the elevator car. Blood seeps from numerous 
wounds . 

Bruce drops the gun and rushes to kneel beside his friend. 

BRUCE 
Wendall, I'm sorry. 

Wendall looks at him with a defiant gaze. 

WENDALL 

What for? I chose to be here 
Laddie. I wouldn't have missed it. 

Wendall raises a hand. Bruce takes his hand and squeezes it. 

WENDALL (CONT'D) 
Look me up on the other side will 
ya? 

BRUCE 

Thank you. 

The men share a moment then Wendall 's grin falters. He 
slumps . 

Bruce looks over his friend one last time then rises. He 
regains his composure and determination sets in on his face. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT 

Bruce lays in the hi-tech chair with the halo band zapping 
blue shocks into his head. Edna stands over him. Her eyes 
move from him to a complex tach gage. 

EDNA MONTGOMERY 
Adrenaline levels are off the 
charts . 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
His hypothalamus is vibrating. 

Aiko spins around in his chair. 
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AIKO YOMATE 
This is sick. 

DR BASHARD 
What are you on about Aiko? 

AIKO YOMATE 
Bruce is about to come face to face 
with Oz-us in the vault. I wonder 
what I'll do? 

The door opens and Scott Moran appears . All eyes turn to 
him. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
What the hell's happening out there 
Moran? 

Scott continues into the room and reveals Rand behind him 
holding the metal blade to his throat. 

RAND 

Greeting creeps and ghouls! 

Everyone halts to watch Laura and Peter follow Rand and Scott 
into the room. Laura spots Bruce in the chair and runs to 
his side. 

Peter walks around and looks over the vault . 

PETER 

So this is what you guys do under 
MY company. 

Rand hold Scott in front of him with the makeshift blade to 
his throat. 

Dr. Bashar steps towards Rand with his hand extended. 

DR. BASHAR 
Allow me to introduce myself Mr. 
Trent. I am. . . 

RAND 

The lead ghoul? I don't care bud, 

this isn't a social event. Just 
get Bruce unjacked. Now! 

Laura kneels beside Bruce as he sits in the chair. Sweat 
pours from his forehead. She glares up at Yei Wei, Edna and 
Claus . 

LAURA 

Monsters . 
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EDNA MONTGOMERY 
I'm a doctor. I keep him alive. 

LAURA 

You call this living? 

Dr. Bashar wags a finger toward her. 

DR. BASHAR 
Andrew's a hero. He's helping fix 
world catastrophes before they 
happen. You have no idea how many 
lives have been saved by the 
predictions that have been made. 

LAURA 

You're right, I don't. And I 
don't care, this is wrong. 

RAND 

We also don't know how many 
governments have been overthrown, 
lives costs and deaths lost by 
operating in this ends- justif ies- 
the-means- the-individuals-doesn ' t- 
matter operation you've got going 
on here. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Enough of this. 

Robert pulls a gun from a side holster and aims it at Scott 
and Rand. 

DIRECTOR CASE (CONT'D) 
I'm giving you to the count of 
three to put the weapon down and 
end this or I will. 

Scott stares into the barrel of the gun. 

SCOTT MORAN 
What are you doing? 

DIRECTOR CASE 

One . 

SCOTT MORAN 
Robert? Come on man. We eat 
lunch together. 

RAND 

You'd shoot your own man? 



DIRECTOR CASE 
He's IT. Very replaceable. Two. 

RAND 

I'm not leaving without Bruce. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Fine. Three. 

The muscles in Robert's hand tense. Before the gun can go 
off Peter charges Robert. Robert shifts the gun quickly. 
He shoots . 

Peter drops to his knees. A circle of red grows on his 
shoulder . 

PETER 

Ouch. 

Robert adjusts his jacket then re-aims the gun in his hand 
toward Rand. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
I believe we were at three. 

Agent Jones , Thug and Smith run in through the doorway behind 
Rand. Their guns are divided between Laura and Rand. 

AGENT JONES 

(O.C. ) 

Drop it! 

Rand lowers the blade from Scott's neck. Scott scurries 
away checking his neck for blood. Peter lays against a wall 
holding his hand to his stomach. 

Agent Jones closes the distance to Laura. 

AGENT JONES (CONT'D) 
Back away Miss. White! 

Laura discreetly slides a hand into her pocket, removes 
something and fits it into Bruce 's palm - the spear. She 
puts her hands above her head and steps away. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Now we reset. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33 (OZ) - DAY 

Bruce and Laura walk past servers closing the distance to the 
vault door which lays ten feet ahead. 
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LAURA 

That's it. That's where they're 
keeping you. 

Agent Thug and Agent Smith step out from concealment on 
either side of the isle. They put their backs against the 
door to block it and aims their guns . 

AGENT SMITH 
Lay down on the ground with your 
hands behind your back! 

Agent Thug grins as he cocks his gun. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT (OZ) - DAY 

Agent Thug and Agent Smith explode in through the opaque 
glass door to the vault. Pieces of metal and a hundred 
shards of glass follow them as their limp forms crash to the 
ground. 

Aiko jumps and screams shrilly like a woman. 

Bruce walks in through the broken entrance. He steps over 
unconscious bodies of the agents and walks into the middle of 
the room. Laura joins him. 

Dr. Bashar looks from Bruce in the doorway to the man laying 
in the chair beside him which is also Bruce. He seems 
puzzled for an instant and then wonder fills his eyes. 

DR. BASHAR 
It can't be? 

The scientists and doctors in the room stand idly by watching 
Bruce with a mix of fear and skepticism. Aiko, now with 
green hair, stands up. 

AIKO YOMATE 

No way. 

LAURA 

Way. 

Director Case pulls his gun and aims it at Bruce. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
Lay on the ground with your hands 
behind your head! 

Bruce ignores him and moves to stand over his doppelganger . 
He speaks to Laura while staring at his unconscious self. 
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BRUCE 

I don't think I really believed it. 

Laura looks down at the man with blue sparks zapping into his 
head. 

LAURA 

Yeah 

Director Case pulls back the hammer on his SiG P229. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
I'm not asking again. What the 
hell is going on here? 

Aiko looks around as if there's an apparition in the room. 

AIKO YOMATE 
Aiko, if you're watching, its 
better than you thought. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
What are you going on about Aiko? 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
You're an idiot Case. 

Laura stares at Edna Montgomery. 

LAURA 
Wake him up. 

Edna looks at Dr. Bashar for direction. 

DR. BASHAR 
What do you hope to achieve? 

BRUCE 
Just do it. 

DR. BASHAR 
It won't change reality Mr. 
Richards, this is Oz . It will 
just hasten the reset in their 
world. 

BANG. Bruce turns to look at a hole in the wall just beyond 
his shoulder. He looks back to find Director Case glaring at 
him. A stream of smoke rises from the barrel of his gun. 

The CSEC director walks up so he's only a foot or two from 
Bruce. He aims the gun at Bruce 's chest. 



DIRECTOR CASE 
You aren't hearing me. Next one 
goes in your chest. I'm giving you 
to the count of three... 

Bruce ' s hands shoots out. He swipes the gun from Case in one 
quick movement, pop's the clip and the bullet in the barrel 
then drops the gun on the ground. 

Case's hand is still held out as if he's holding the gun. 
He's puts his hands up and slowly steps back. 

DIRECTOR CASE (CONT'D) 
Have it your way. 

Suddenly there's a BOOM and the world shakes. All but Bruce 
collapse as if hit by a sonic wave. 

BRUCE 
What was that? 

Dr. Bashar leans against a table. 

DR. BASHAR 
They're resetting. 

Bruce grabs Dr. Bashar by his lab coat and puts his face up 
against to the man. 

BRUCE 
Wake me up. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - NIGHT 

A warning siren sounds. The technicians, doctors and 
scientists rush around the room. 

DR. BASHAR 

Aiko? 

AIKO YOMATE 
The sequence is initiated. 

YE I WEI 
Reboot in 45 seconds! 

Agent Jones and Agent Smith hold weapons on Laura and Rand 
who watch helplessly from the corner of the room. 

LAURA 

Why are you doing this? 
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DR. BASHAR 

Scott? 

SCOTT MORAN 
We're a little beat up but 
redundant systems are holding. 

LAURA 

Let him wake up, please. 

DR. BASHAR 
How's the patient Edna? 

EDNA MONTGOMERY 
Vitals are strong. 

DR. BASHAR 

Claus? 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
The link is holding but he's 
fighting it. 

Laura looks with pleading eyes at Bruce. 

LAURA 
Fight it Bruce! 

The grip Bruce 's hand has on the spear appears to tighten. 



INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - (OZ) DAY 

Bruce and Laura stand on either side of the chair with the 
unconscious Bruce laying in it. 

The scientists and technicians move about the room 

DR. BASHAR 

Claus? 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
Wake up sequence initiation 
complete, he should be coming out 
in 30 seconds. 

Laura looks across the chair at Bruce. 

LAURA 

You're sure this will work? 



He smiles and holds his hand out. 



She takes it. 
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BRUCE 

No. 

DR. BASHAR 

Scott? 

SCOTT MORAN 
Systems ar . . . 

Scott's word cease mid-sentence. 

DR. BASHAR 

Scott? 

Bashar turns to find tha Scott is no longer in the room. He 
spins to Aiko and Edna as they suddenly disappear. 

LAURA 
What's happening? 

DR. BASHAR 
Oh dear. The reset is almost 
compl . . . 

Dr. Bashar vanishes. 

Bruce turns back to Laura. They look into each other's eyes. 

LAURA 
Till we meet again. 

Then Laura disappears. Bruce 's hand hangs in mid-air where 
he was holding her hand a moment later. 

Bruce looks down to his Doppelganger in the chair to see him 
vanish like the other. 

He's alone in the room and now the room itself starts to 
disappear. The chair Bruce was laying in vanishes. Desks 
and computers are there one moment and gone the next. 
Next the walls vanish and are replaced with an endless 
nothingness . 

Sound itself seems to disappear leaving a hollow vacuum 
sound. 

Bruce reaches into his pocket and pulls out the spear. He 
grips it as the final remnants of the world disappear leaving 
him in an blinding white void. 
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INT. POPE R&D, LEVEL 33, THE VAULT - NIGHT 

The scientists and technicians wait. The room is quiet. 
Everyone seems to be holding their breathe. 

DR. BASHAR 

Scott? 

Scott looks at his iPad. 

SCOTT MORAN 
Servers, database and network are 
good. 

DR. BASHAR 

Aiko? 

Aiko looks at his screens. 

AIKO YOMATE 
Oz is reset and online. 

The hope on Laura and Rand's face begins to fade. 

DR. BASHAR 

Edna? 

EDNA MONTGOMERY 
Vital are strong. 

DR. BASHAR 

Claus? 

Claus looks over his monitors. He doesn't respond. 

DR. BASHAR (CONT'D) 
Claus, Bruce ' s link to Oz? 

CLAUS SCHNEIDER 
The link is . . . 

BRUCE 

Broken. 

Bruce 's eyes pop open. There's a snapping sound and the 
binds holding his arms down break away. Metal bends and 
the halo band around his head explodes into pieces . 

Bruce sits up, then slides his feet over and stands. He 
surveys the vault. 

Relief wash over Rand and Laura. 
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LAURA 

Bruce! 

Agent Jones grabs Laura and puts her gun to his head. Agent 
Smith does the same with Rand. Director Case and Thug 

draws their weapons and aims at Bruce. 

Bruce finds Rand. The two men exchange a silent greeting. 

BRUCE 

How's the save coming? 
RAND 

Ran into a bit of a snag. 

Rand grins like the Carpe Diem soul he's become. Bruce 's 
eyes move to Laura next. He lifts the hand holding the 
spear. 

BRUCE 

Thanks . 

Bruce sees Peter slumped against the wall holding a blood 
soaked bandaged shoulder. Bruce 's eyes show no sympathy. 

PETER POPE 
Mr. Richards. 

RAND 

He's was helping save you. 

Director Case pulls back the hammer on his gun. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
This is touching but the reunion's 
over. 

Bruce turns to Director Case. 

DIRECTOR CASE (CONT'D) 
You aren't bulletproof here Mr. 
Richards. I'm going to count... 

BRUCE 

Count to three again? Isn't that 
getting old. Look, we both know 

I'm no good to you dead so don't 
even threaten. 

Bruce scans the faces of the doctors, scientists and agency. 



BRUCE ( CONT ' D ) 
What you did to me... playing god 
with the world... its wrong. 
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DR. BASHAR 
Andrew, you don't understand... 

BRUCE 

Enough Bashar! Just... enough. 
We're leaving. This is over. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
That's never going to happen. 

Case turns the gun on Laura. 

DIRECTOR CASE (CONT'D) 
I may need you but I don't need 
her. 

Bruce hesitates. He looks between Thug and Case. Rand is 
watching him intensively. He has an idea. 

RAND 

Remember the salt shaker. 

Bruce understands . He narrows his eyes and concentrates . 
Guns suddenly pull away from the hands clutching them. They 
fly through the air to slam into the wall where fall to the 
ground. 

Rand elbow's Agent Smith in the gut, turns and clocks him. 
Laura slams her heel down on Agent Jones foot and pushes away 
from the woman. She turn and punches Jones in the stomach. 

LAURA 
Get off me bitch. 

Rand and Laura join Bruce near the chair. The threesome 

stand against the rest of the room. Director Case, Agent 
Thug, Agent Smith and Agent Jones come together to block the 
exit and face them without weapons . 

Bruce steps forward. 

BRUCE 
This is over. 

DIRECTOR CASE 
What makes you think for a second 
we're letting you leave? 

BRUCE 

Because I studied martial arts for 
500 years with Tibetan monks. I 
could kill you all with a touch. 
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AGENT THUG 
I'm not afraid you of. 

Agent Thug walks toward Bruce menacingly. He's big and 

looks like he grew up with his fists . He rears back and 
throws a punch at Bruce. 

Bruce steps sideways, catching Thugs arm. He reaches 
forward and touches a point on his shoulder with three 
fingers . Thug drops to the ground and lays on his back 
twitching. 

Director Case and Agent Jones look down at Thug's limp body 
then each other. They part, as do the other people blocking 
the door, to leave a path. 

They start to go. Rand stops and walks to Peter Pope. He 
reaches out his hand. 

RAND 

Come on. 

Peter accepts the offered hand. He painfully rises and they 
foursome walk out of the vault. 



EXT. POPE R&D - NIGHT 

The rally is still loud and going strong. Reinforcements 
have brought signs held high on sticks. Mary runs among 
the lines keeping the protesters organized. 

Hundreds of agents, guard and police stand with their backs 
to Pope R&D keeping an eye on the protesters . Oliver walks 
between them, giving commands . 

HUNDREDS OF VOICES 
Free Bruce! Free Bruce! Free 
Bruce ! 

The lobby door to Pope R&D opens. Peter, Rand, Laura and 
Bruce walk out. A hush settles over the crowd as word 
spreads that Bruce is free. After a moment the hush turns 
into deafening cheers . 

Peter, Bruce, Rand and Laura walk between the cops, agents 
and guards who seem dumbfounded. Mary waits near the 
sidewalk ten feet away. 

Oliver steps in front of Bruce, blocking his path. 

OLIVER 

Where do you think you're going. 
We weren't done with you yet. 
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Oliver raises a hand and his army reengage. Hundreds of stun 
wands are raised. 

Behind Oliver a woman screams, "Ahhhhhh" . Mary sprints 
through at Oliver who turns just in time to watch Mary hoof 
him between the legs . Oliver drops to his knees . The 
smug look finally gives way to grief. 

Bruce, Laura and Rand pass him. No one else touches them. 
As Rand passes Oliver he grins. 

RAND 

Tell Warren we say hi. 
The crowd surround Bruce, Rand and Laura. 

FADE OUT: 



THE END. 



